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No one wakes up thinking, 
“Today I'm going to abuse my child’ 


Abuse is not something we think 
about, it’s something we do. It runs 
against our nature, yet it comes nat- 
urally. It's a major epidemic, and a 
contagious one. Abused children 
often become abusive parents. 
Abuse perpetuates abuse. 
Child abuse is a major cause of 
death for children under two. Last 
year in America, an estimated one 
million children suffered from abuse 
and neglect and at least 2,000 died 
needless, painful deaths. 
What's being done about pre- 
vention? Not enough. Preventive fa- 
cilities are simply inadequate. Most 
social agencies deal with abusers 
and their victims after the damage 
has been done. 
Yet child abuse doesn’t have to 
happen. With enough volunteers, 
local child abuse prevention pro- 
grams such as crisis centers, self- 
help therapy programs for abusers, 
and other facilities could be formed 
to aid parents and children. With 
your help, eighty percent of all 
abusers could be reached. Please. Sis, BIC. S080 Cab) Pea Oe ee ok, 
Write for more information on child Los Angeles, Colforna 90067, East Coast Advertising Olfice: 2 Ham- 
abuse and how you can help. Ey UBTLER MAGAZINE INC. Fes poste mat compar 
~ P° 
What will you do today that’s ond mo resporsby con Ge oxtured for unokcied rele 
more important? 


A Public Service of This Magazine 
& The Advertising Council 8 
Counc 


We need your help. Write: 


National Committee for Prevention of Child 
Abuse, Box 2866, Chicago, Illinois 60690 
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The Church Is Not an 
Equal- Opportunity Institution 


practice the cherished ideals of brotherhood and 

equal opportunity. But even a brief look at what’s 
going on inside the religious bureaucracies reveals what a 
farce this notion is. The sad fact is that the majority of 
God’s children are treated as inferior by organized religion. 
They are, for the most part, the same people who have for 
too long encountered discrimination in all walks of life: 
women, gays and blacks. 

Pope John Paul II, the leader of the world’s most power- 
ful religious organization, has repeatedly insisted that 
women cannot become priests. That means millions of 
Catholics, no matter how devout and pious, are barred 
from attaining the highest aspiration of their religion sim- 
ply because of their gender. 

Such blatant discrimination is by no means limited to 
Catholicism. According to a recent report by the National 
Council of Churches, less than half of 163 American 
church bodies surveyed permit ordination of females. And 
nearly two-thirds of those women allowed in the clergy are 
relegated to Pentecostal groups or paramilitary denomina- 
tions like the Salvation Army. 

Discrimination against homosexuals is even more wide- 
spread among the churches. The Pope recently confirmed 
the Catholic Church’s rejection of homosexual practice, 
as have many Protestant denominations in the United 
States—notably the Episcopalians, Presbyterians and 
Southern Baptists. This means that not only are gays 
banned from the clergy, but they are also considered sin- 
ners whose salvation is in doubt simply by virtue of their 
sexual preference. This is equality? This is brotherhood? 

This unfair treatment of women and homosexuals with- 
in the churches is all the more detestable because there is 
no sound theological basis for it. There is nothing in the 


T he church is one institution you might expect to 


teachings of Jesus condemning homosexuality or relegat- 
ing women to an inferior status. I think it’s more a case of 
sexually repressed church bureaucrats carrying on a bad 
tradition started by a handful of powerful early church 
leaders. ‘ 

That’s why it’s so shocking that bigotry in the name of 
God is allowed to exist in organized religion, which is sup- 
posed to teach the basic goodness of all creation. Every- 
body suffers from it—not just women and gays—because 
what it comes down to isa small church “elite” that uses its 
own prejudices to decide who is “worthy” of God’s love. In 
my opinion this is a dangerous perversion of what religion 
is supposed to be all about. 

In addition to their practice of sexual discrimination, 
churches are among the most racially segregated institu- 
tions in the United States. According to the Reverend 
Martin Marty, professor of religious history at the Univer- 
sity of Chicago, “‘probably less than one percent of whites 
go to church with blacks.”’ Religious leaders agree that 
strict color lines are observed in thousands of rural 
parishes—to the point that on some occasions blacks have 
had church doors slammed in their faces when trying to at- 
tend all-white services. 

Racial or sexual discrimination of any kind is unfor- 
givable, but when it is practiced in the name of God, it 
becomes the worst kind of hypocrisy. This intolerable 
situation has existed for far too long, and I think it’s time 
for some action against it. 


Publisher @ 
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PUBLISHER'S STATEMENT 


Other magazines may promise you the 
moon-—HUSTLER delivers it. We aim for_the 
stars and move heaven and earth to bring 
yousa galaxy of entertainment in every 
issue. Subscribe now to HUSTLER,» the & 
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magazine with universal appeal. 
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ne of our main goals at 

HUSTLER has always 

been to take our readers 

on monthly excursions to 
a wide variety of destinations. Our 
February issue is your ticket to ex- 
plore a fascinating range of worlds, 
from the mean streets of Chicago to 
the whorehouse scene in the desert 
sands of Nevada, and out into the 
farthest reaches of space. 

Veteran police reporter RON 
HENSON grew up in the Windy 
City, so he knows only too well the 
seamier side of city life depicted in 
his short story THE HUNT, Feb- 
ruary’s fiction. Henson graphically 
traces two Chicago cops as they 
track down a killer in the urban 
jungle. The accompanying illustra- 
tion is by DAN KIRK, a regular in 
these pages whose work has also ap- 
peared in numerous other national 
publications. 

Contributing Editor STUART 
GOLDMAN, who last appeared in 
HUSTLER with his profile of Doug 
Kershaw (July 1979), explores the 
growing and often-misunderstood 
phenomenon of protection-for-hire 
in this month’s report on BODY- 
GUARDS. Incidentally, Goldman 
got so caught up in the fascinating 
lives of these men that he is writing a 
book on the subject. HOLLY HOL- 
LINGTON provided the artwork. 

STAR TRICKS, our special satiri- 
cal photo-feature for February, was 
scripted by Associate Publisher 
BRUCE DAVID and Executive Edi- 
tor LEE QUARNSTROM. Under the 
guidance of Art Director JIM 
CHADA, the props and sets were 
designed by Associate Art Director 
RALPH FOWLER and constructed 


Stuart Goldman 


Cover by Matti Klatt 


by Studio Manager GLEN ROUNDS. 
The good folks at Fantasy Film Fans 
International supplied the bridge 
set. 

For this special project we brought 
in RICK SCHWARTZ—who worked 
on Star Trek: The Motion Picture— 
and LUANA GERSTENBERGER to 
do makeup; along with Assistant 
Studio Manager ALISON FARRELL. 
Costumes were made by KATHY 
TRAVERS of our Editorial Depart- 
ment. JAMES T. KIRK (honest, that’s 
his real name) and ROGER HEIS- 
MAN of Hyperspace Enterprises con- 
tributed invaluable advice and 
authentic props, and our Star Tricks 
models wore the “Voncelle” and 
“Lola” style wigs from the Naturally 
You collection. When everything 
was ready on the set, HUSTLER 
Contributing Photographer MATTI 
KLATT did the shooting. 

Articles Editor ARNOLD MANN 
trekked across the Mojave Desert to 
a little town outside Las Vegas by 


Star Tricks creators on the set. 


the name of Pahrump, where Ameri- 
ca’s most famous legal brothel was 
recently resurrected after being 
destroyed by fire. In this month’s. 
interview WALT PLANKINTON, the 
owner of the Chicken Ranch, speaks 
frankly and bitterly about his trou- 
bles with politicians and arsonists, 
and casts some gloomy predictions 
for the future of legal prostitution in 
Nevada. 

In RELIGION AND SEX author 
NORM WINSKI shoots down the 
myth that celibacy was God’s idea. 
Instead he attributes the antisex and 
antiwoman policies of some Chris- 
tian churches to propaganda cam- 
paigns by a few influential early 
Church fathers. “God never said sex 
or women are dirty,” Winski points 
out in this well-researched Sex Play. 
Winski is the author of a dozen pub- 
lished books, including Mysticism for 
the Millions. 

Our photographers’ contribu- 
tions, as always, create the special 
sparkle that makes HUSTLER shine. 
There’s nothing sad at all about 
CELESTE: BLUE MOOD, February’s 
HUSTLER Honey, who was photo- 
graphed by the legendary SUZE 
RANDALL. Suze’s exotic eye also 
discovered a sensuous ISLAND OF 
LOVE. In LEA: CALL OF THE WILD, 
MATTI KLATT uncovers an un- 
tamed beauty whose wild desires 
demand nothing less than the lion’s 
share. And SOUL FOOD, shot by 
JAMES BAES, features a sumptuous 
spread with lots of salt and pepper. 

As you can see, it’s an exciting 
journey we’ve charted for February, 
and the best thing about it is that 
you don’t have to leave your chair. 
Just turn the page and take off.@ 


Arnold Mann 
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Eye for Beauty: I’ve never seen a more 
beautiful woman in a magazine than Debi in 
your December 1979 issue (top photo). 
What a wonderful creation! 

You say she has “an eye for beauty.” 
Well, so do I, and I can tell you she has the 
finest body I’ve ever seen in a photograph. 
What a warm face to go with those perfectly 
molded breasts. And she has a cunt like a 
rose petal. Even her feet are gorgeous. All I 
want to know is, why is that newspaper in 
every picture? —Peter Plummer 

Los Angeles, California 


Debi likes to keep herself well-informed on cur- 
rent events. 


The Best Yet: | am a regular reader of 
HUSTLER Magazine, and I'd like to con- 
gratulate Bob Veze on the splendid job he 
did on the cover of the December 1979 issue 
(center photo). It’s one of the best yet. Keep 
up the good work. —Jeff Stetson 

Anaheim, California 


Got My Goat: I read your magazine all the 
time. I think it’s basically good, but your 
November 1979 issue with the Bits & Pieces 
collage of President Carter really got my 
goat (bottom photo). Whoever made that 
picture sure as hell isn’t helping the country, 
which is what Carter is trying to do despite 
assholes like the person who wrote the little 
summary underneath. If it weren’t for ass- 
holes like them, more people would back 
Carter, and the country wouldn’t be in such 
a mess. —Concerned American 

Edgemont, Arkansas 


If a little satire is to blame for the mess, we real- 
ly are in trouble. 


Gin-Sex Connection: In your December 
1979 issue there was a Sex Play by Dr. J. D. 
Brown, “Sex and Nutrition.” I have tried to 
purchase the Gin-Sex vitamins he wrote 
about, but the health-food stores I’ve con- 
tacted have never heard of it. I would appre- 
ciate it if you could give me an address 
where I can obtain a supply. 
—Arnold Schmidt 
Brooklyn, New York 


You can write to 7. D. Brown at P.O. Box 
82569 in Atlanta, Georgia 30354. Send $5.95 
for a bottle of 50 or $9.95 for 100. Include $1 
per bottle for postage and handling. 


idiotic Asshole: I would like to congrat- 
ulate HUSTLER for picking the Reverend 
Jerry Falwell for November 1979’s Asshole 
of the Month. I live in Lynchburg, Virginia, 
and have been waiting for somebody to tell 
it like it is about Falwell. 

In addition to his idiotic statements on 
national issues, he also shows his stupidity 
on the local level. His church has what 
amounts to a small army of followers who go 
out into the community and harass people, 


using strong-arm tactics to try to persuade 
them to attend Falwell’s church. Needless to 
say, the majority of Lynchburgers is fed up 
with the Reverend Falwell. A bigger ass- 
hole this world will never see. Thanks a lot, 
HUSTLER! — Diane Collins 

Lynchburg, Virginia 


I very much enjoyed your selection of Jer- 
ry Falwell as Asshole of the Month. How- 
ever, I feel you erred gravely in not making 
the distinction more permanent. Falwell de- 
serves no less than the honor of being named 
Asshole of the Year. I’m only sorry that 
many of the followers of the Reverend Jerry 
here in the Lynchburg area will never know 
that this prize has been given. In his charac- 
teristic modesty Falwell will doubtless not 
mention the HUSTLER award. 

—Herbert Rivers II 
Lynchburg, Virginia 


More on Barf-Face: | think De De Lind, 
who wrote the letter entitled “Barf-Face” in 
the December 1979 HUSTLER, ought to be 
Asshole of the Year. If she doesn’t like 
HUSTLER, she should go ahead and read 
Playboy. 1 think HUSTLER is better because 
it gives me what I buy the magazine for, not 
a lot of advertising like Playboy has, with a 
lot of bullshit like what deodorant somebody 
uses or who drinks what kind of rum. 

In HUSTLER you find good articles and 
excellent cartoons. HUSTLER gets down to 
the point of how people are in this world— 
not just the good, but the bad as well. 

— Kendal Zahn 
WaKeeney, Kansas 


I read a letter in your December 1979 
Feedback section that said Playboy was a bet- 
ter magazine than HUSTLER. I think that 
Playboy, pardon my French, sucks! The girls 
in Playboy are nice, but you usually only get 
a few pictures. HUSTLER not only has 
damn-nice-looking women in it, but it also 
has a lot of damn-good articles. 

Also, the lady who wrote “Clean Up the 
Filth” should know that at least 50% of pre- 
marital pregnancies are because of misin- 
formation about sex and birth control. Kids 
should be taught about sex in school. This 
would prevent a lot of problems. 

Sex is natural, and sooner or later every- 
one must find out about it. So let’s teach our 
kids right so they know the truth. Then they 
won’t have to learn things the hard way. 

—Anthony Stahlhut 
Huntsville, Texas 


Rhythm Method: I’ve been a loyal reader 
of HUSTLER for three years now, and never 
have I seen such a terrific-looking girl as the 
one in Rhythm Method in your November 
1979 issue. Sondra has the most inviting 
baby-blue eyes anybody could imagine. Her 
long, curly-blond hair and ripe tits are 
fascinating. Her legs are the best I’ve laid 
eyes on. I'll bet Clive McLean, the photog- 
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2 | KNOW A HOT OFFER WHEN | SEE ONE, so please 
rush me the uncut, uncensored video cassettes | 
have indicated, | have selected 2, 3, 4, 5 (circle 
one) video movie cassettes. Enclosed is my 
VOLUME DISCOUNT paymentof$ 


Clam purchasing 6 Video movie cassettes at my 
price of $594.00 and | am entitled to one Video 
cassette movie of my choice absolutely FREE! Also, 
please rush me my 10% Lifetime Video Discount 
Card. (Don't forget to indicate your movie 
choices!) 


O! WOULD LIKE TO take advantage of your 
ULTIMATE LIBRARY OFFER and | have indicated the 
40 Erotic Movie Classics of my choice. | under 
stand my full price is only $750.00 which is en- 
closed. Also please rush me my No Obligation 
10% Lifetime Video Discount Card 


C- Please send me the 1 video cassette | have 
indicated. The full price is only $99.00 


Each of theses rare 35mm COLLECTOR Movies carry a nationally ad- 
vertised price of between $99 and $129, but now by special ar- 
rangement we are offering any individual movie for only $99, or you 
can save hundreds of dollars on volume orders (as indicated below) 


Vol sc mie 


Your choice of any 2 movies — $478.00 —Total Savings: $20.00 
Your choice of any 3 movies — $262.00 — Total Savings: $35.00 


Your choice of any 4 movies — $346.00 — Total Savings: $50.00 
Your choice of any 5 movies — $425.00 — Total Savings: $70.00 
*Savings based on $99 price 


Order your choice of any 6 COLLECTOR Movies at our special price 
of $594 and pick one FREE MOVIE of your choice PLUS as a bonus you 
will receive our 10% NO OBLIGATION Lifetime Discount Card. (See 
coupon to order) 


(Up to $540 Savings) 

Now you can have the pleasure and pride of owning any 10 of 
these Erotic Classics for an unbelievable price of $750... plus you 
will receive our 10% NO OBLIGATION Lifetime Discount Privilege 
Card as an added bonus. (See coupon—limited offer—60 days only) 


4-800-848-9107 
EXPRESS CHARGE CARD ORDERING . . . 24 hour toll-free phone service 
Order now by calling 1-800-848-9107. In Ohio call: 1-800-282-9216 
Master Charge and Visa only. Operators cannot take C.O.D. orders. 


ito, BOE OO 
AudouBoqany 


LOG, OV BEDD)g ‘BODOG 

Hilbs AS OOuy OM HOD 

S616. SOUL SS Ut AOD 

OPPO. HEQUIDED UAIOW 
opr 


To order video cassettes please write the correct HU280 
stock number in the boxes below. Check your Subtotal - 
achine type BETA Il VHS. Ohio residents add 4% salestax _ 
Foreign orders add $5.00 ___ ss 
° Postage, handling and insurance __ = 

TOTAL ___ =< 

Enclosed is my check prey order (cash not 
tom or charge to = “eae CHARGE 


et Le 
wi order of 6 


CL No ! 
Name 
= ®. 
ity State PO. Box 16508 


Columbus, Ohio 43246 

Canadicn customers write for 

prices ond service to 
Ufestyie Conada 

PO. Box 367, Postal Station “N 

Montreal, Quebec H2X 3wW4 


(Area Code} Phone No. 


ee 


—y 


MONEY ORDER and CREDIT CARD PURCHASES wii! be processed in 72 hours or less. All orders are discreetly 
packaged and delivered promptly by private carrier, Retail orders invited. Void where prohibited 


Signoture {1am of legal age) 


rapher, must have creamed in his jeans dur- 
ing the entire photo-session. How I envy 
that guy! 

Larry Flynt, you are all right! Keep up the 
excellent work that you and your staff do ev- 
ery month. —M.L.R. 

Carlsbad, New Mexico 


Going to the Dogs: That was a very good 
article, Attack Dogs: Putting the Bite on Crimi- 
nals, in your November 1979 issue. I have 
three large dogs—two German shepherds 
and a Doberman pinscher. Any of your read- 
ers who may be thinking of buying a guard 
dog to protect themselves or their property 
should read your article. I’m all for guard 
dogs and attack dogs, but there are too many 
people training, raising, selling and buying 
them who don’t know what the hell they’re 
doing. —Franklin C. Dean 

Columbus, Ohio 


Thanks for your article Attack Dogsin your 
November 1979 issue. There’s no foolproof 
way to stop crime, but dogs are a good way 
to start if you know how to handle them and 
know your legal rights. —Puppy Pusher 

Lackland Air Force Base 
San Antonio, Texas 


Think Pink: It is very seldom that a woman 
pictured in the Beaver Hunt section gets by 
your game wardens with some cloth around 
her crotch. Come on, you assholes, let’s see 
some cunt! What’s the matter? Did Debbie’s 
twat grow together (November 1979)? We 
let you slide by with Maureen in the August 
°79 issue, but twice in four months is just too 
much. If I wanted to look at tits and a 
loincloth, I’d subscribe to National Geograph- 
ic! Think pink! Better yet, show pink!!! 
—Rex A. Dennis 
Cheyenne, Wyoming 


No one shows more pink than we do. 


Show More Cock: Your response to the 
writer of “More Men” literally sucked (Feed- 
back, November 1979)! Whoever wrote it has 
my nomination for Asshole of the Month. 
Reacting to a request to show more cock 
in HUSTLER by referring people to Blueboy 
really showed your ignorance. Why would 
women want to read a magazine designed 
for male homosexuals? According to pro- 
paganda, HUSTLER is supposed to be dedi- 
cated to heterosexuality. If that is so, why is 
it that the only women you publish picture- 
spreads for are female homosexuals? 
Basically, I like HUSTLER and am 
pleased by the obvious Christian spirit of 
your public-service messages. But I’m bored 
stiff with wilted pricks and cunt-lapping fe- 
males. If HUSTLER refuses to be a truly 
heterosexual magazine with picture-spreads 
deliberately set up to entice women, then 
why not put out a separate publication us- 
ing Blueboy models in poses for women? 
—Peggy Bell 
Cleveland, Oklahoma 


Most of our readers are satisfied with HUSTLER 
the way it is. 


Abortion Rights: I just finished reading 
your profile Bill Baird: Abortion Advocate 
(November 1979). I never expected to find 
an article like that in HUSTLER, but you 
have surprised me beyond measure. I cannot 
tell you how strongly your article affected 
me. The right of every woman to have an 
abortion is something that should not be 
taken away. It is something I believe in 
100%. As a member of NARAL (National 
Abortion Rights Action League), I am all for 
people like Bill Baird and the invaluable 
work he is doing. 

Thank you for bringing this to the atten- 
tion of your readers. I know you’re going to 
receive a truckload of hate mail, but think of 
all the people you have educated and the 
good you have done. — Marcy Showel 

Rockford, Illinois 


I just wanted to commend you on the 
superb article about Bill Baird in your 
November 1979 issue. I feel that he is a won- 
derful person who is doing all he can to help 
the young people of today. Although many 
people feel differently, I feel that Baird is 
truly a humanitarian. 

A few months ago I found out that I was 
pregnant. My boyfriend and I discussed all 
the possibilities. Marriage and keeping the 
baby were out of the question; we would 
have been destroying three lives. 


We went to the Bill Baird Clinic in Hemp- 
stead, New York. At first we were very 
apprehensive, and we almost decided to 
back out. Once we got into the counseling 
session, though, we were put at ease. The 
counselors were very congenial and friendly. 
They really made us feel at home. The doc- 
tors and nurses were also very friendly and 
didn’t make us feel as if we were on an 
assembly line. They explained every step 
and told me what to expect. 

Although I regret what I had to do, I’m 
glad I picked this manner to do it. 

— Name and Address 
Withheld by Request 


Long on Short: I have often wondered why 
you don’t have a special page with pictures 
of women who are 5-2 or shorter. I, and 
probably millions of other men, am totally 
turned on by tiny, perfect women. And I 
mean real women, not children. There is 
beauty and intelligence within. perfect tiny 
women. —Don M. Long 

St. Louis, Missouri 


We're passing your little suggestion along to our 
Photo Department. 


Female Fan: | don’t know how many 
women write to your magazine, but I’m one 
woman who truly appreciates it. Larry Flynt 
is one hell of a raunchy guy, but I admire 
and respect him for the stands he has taken 
on social and political issues. He’s a man 
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with balls! Besides that, your HUSTLER pic- 
torials ain’t half-bad. Keep it up! 

—Anna Delucchi 

San Francisco, California 


Hot Coffee: Your spread Coffee: Hot and 
Black in the November 1979 issue was the 
best I’ve ever seen, even though it was too 
short. You should offer more coverage of 
darker-skinned ladies, Although I’m white- 
skinned, I find darker-skinned women more 
attractive. Coffee's body, in my estimation, 
is without par. —Glen Krouse 

San Clemente, California 


Sorry for HUSTLER: | feel deep sorrow 
for Larry Flynt, his magazine and his faith- 
ful followers. You try to act so cool, with 
various articles on sex and with photos of 
women posing in awkward positions that are 
both funny and grotesque. You really don’t 
understand the true meaning of sex. You 
continuously define sex in an animalistic 
way. That’s all fine and dandy for lower 
species of animals, but we are human. We 
are the highest form of life on this planet. 
And there’s more to sex than you display. 
Normal, decent people call it Jove. You and 
your true believers obviously don’t know 
what real love is, or you wouldn’t be doing 
what you’re doing. 

On occasion I have looked at your maga- 
zine, but only to laugh at it. Your articles 
and pictures never made me horny. They 
gave me a good laugh though. In the future I 
don’t think we’ll be reading your magazine. 


You can get tired of the same joke over and 
over. I won’t even read this letter if you print 
it. —Linda Annen 

Bridgeview, Illinois 


For the first time in my life I just sat down 
and read through your magazine. While I 
did find a few segments arousing, on the 
whole I was thoroughly disgusted. The lan- 
guage, content and philosophy presented are 
in extremely poor taste. I don’t feel that I 
am a prude, nor do I consider myself a 
religious fanatic. I simply believe that your 
magazine reduces men and women to 
nothing more than so much genitalia in 
search of self-gratification. I for one do not 
wish to look upon every woman I see as a 
sexual object to be used or discarded as I 
please. 

As I remember, Larry Flynt’s answer to a 
similar criticism on the Phil Donahue Show 
was that by his bringing this type of material 
into the public eye, people would lose their 
unhealthy attitudes toward human sex- 
uality. Now, Larry, when a person is drown- 
ing, you don’t throw him a concrete life 
preserver! I pray for your sake and for the 
sake of people who read HUSTLER that you 
can clean up your act. —Bill Mills 

Long Lake, Minnesota 


And when a person is drowning in ignorance and 
repression, you don't throw him a raft of misin- 
formation and nonsense. 


Good and Bad: I am writing with respect to 


LER Hon 
LICKIN CLITG 


AND ASSHOLES THAT 
Tpete Like MOLASSES. 
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your magazine and to compliment Mr. Flynt 
on his intriguing taste. I cannot understand 
the critics, nor do I as one human being 
underestimate them. Think about it. Look 
what one did to Mr. Flynt. Sure HUSTLER 
has some tasteless points. But what might be 
tasteless to one just might be tasteful for 
others. Why, if they dislike your magazine, 

do they waste their money buying it? 
There are good and bad points in every- 
thing and everyone. So why should we be 
damned for reading HUSTLER? I feel Mr. 
Flynt’s magazine wouldn’t be on the market 
if it wasn’t God’s way. Believe me, there isa 
purpose. — Name Withheld by Request 
Zanesville, Ohio 


Big Labor: Your article Unions in Trouble 
by Robert McGarvey (November 1979) was 
very well put. I enjoyed it not because I’ve 
been saying the same thing for the last four 
years, but because it’s all true. Big Business 
doesn’t give a damn about the little man— 
the guy making $5 an hour or less—as long 
as businessmen make their high and unfair 
profits. But it seems that big labor unions 
are only interested in higher dues and in- 
creased membership. As for the government, 
how can it tell the workers that they can only 
negotiate a 7% contract when our leader 
makes over $200,000 a year? Our congress- 
men are earning $50,000 a year or more. It 
appears they don’t care either. 

It seems every time our economy is in 
trouble, the one who suffers is the worker 
earning $5 an hour or less. Black, brown or 
white, he gets fucked. 

Finally, my last shot at Big Business. If 
Big Business treated its employees well, we 
wouldn't even need unions. 

—Charles Hernandez 
Buffalo, New York 


Hot Pizza: I must take issue with your 
movie-reviewer’s rating of Pizza Girls as 
only “half-erect” (X-Rated Reviews, Febru- 
ary 1979). Candida Royalle in that cute out- 
fit is worth one-half alone! And the action 
was at least hard-core. I'd give it 3/4 or 
more. — Mike Sherman 

Beaumont, Texas 


Libertarians: | just finished reading your 
Publisher’s Statement “No Choice Again?” 
(November 1979). To get directly to the 
point, do you have any further information 
on the National Libertarian Party, or an 
address where I could contact the party 
heads? 

Your Statement was of great interest to me, 
and I for one would like to see our govern- 
ment—of the people, by the people and for 
the people—given back to the people. 

—Gary D. Brown 
Storm Lake, lowa 


For further information you can write the 
National Libertarian Party at 2300 Wisconsin 
Avenue N.W., Suite 201, Washington, D.C. 
20007, or call 202-333-8209. egy 


World News Roundup 


2029 Century Park East, Suite 3800, Los Angeles, California 90067 
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causing a decline in male fertility. Florida State University professor Ralph Dougherty discovered that 
23% of the students surveyed at his school had a sperm count of only 20 million per milliliter, a level 
considered by many specialists to be evidence of sterility. Other tests indicated a 40% drop in sperm 
correlation between decreased sperm density and the presence of poisonous industrial chemicals known 
as PCBs, or polychlorinated biphenyls. Although most uses of PCBs are now banned, the compound still 
remains in the atmosphere, and an estimated 1.5 million tons per year are still deposited in Lake Huron. 


A Southern California beach has been invaded by something even stranger than surfers: Hundreds of 
tampon applicators have washed up on the shores of the coastal community of Del Mar. Local authorities 
are casting a suspicious eye on the San Diego sewer system and its outfall near Del Mar, but so far San 
Diego bureaucrats have denied responsibility. 


A preservative used in food and cosmetics apparently triggers sexual behavior in beagles. A group of 
Purdue University biochemists noticed that the compound p-hydroxybenzoate is naturally secreted by 
female beagles shortly before the dogs go into heat. The compound disappears when they are no longer 
sexually active. When the scientists smeared a synthetic form of the chemical on female beagles not in 
heat, male dogs became sexually excited in their presence. No word yet on whether the substance also 
works on people. 


the first such dealership to come out of the closet, announced in the L.A. Yellow Pages that it was now 
"serving the gay community and friends." The name of the store? Appropriately enough, it's "Gene's TV." 


Mothers who were given sex hormones during pregnancy gave birth to boys and girls who showed an 
increased femininity later in life. A Columbia University study of the youngsters found that the 
increase was noticeable even among the girls, though women are already "feminine" to some extent at 
birth. The mothers of the children had all been given the female hormones estrogen and progesterone for 
minor complications during pregnancy. 


Beauty may only be skin deep, but it was allegedly enough for Miss Illinois Pageant executive director 
Richard Schiller; five former pageant contestants testified that he made sexual advances to them. 
Schiller denied the charges made by the women, two of whom had previously been crowned Miss Illinois. 


Former Los Angeles court commissioner Stephen Lachs has become California's first openly gay judge. 
Lachs, appointed to the L.A. Superior Court by California Governor Jerry Brown, might also be the most 
casual justice in the state--for his first day at work he wore brown corduroys and a checked shirt. 


Anxiety may become a solution instead of a problem in sex therapy if the results of a Brown 
University study prove accurate. Researcher John Wincze's experiments showed that people are more 
that anxiety can sometimes act as a "primer" for sex, since the physiological effects of stress and 
sexual arousal are very similar. Because sexually frustrated people often have a difficult time 
relaxing, the use of anxiety as a tool in sexual therapy could prove very valuable, Wincze reports. 


the California Assembly paraded a scantily clad muscle man on the Assembly floor. While one woman 
lawmaker introduced Steve McCall--Mr. Golden Bear of 1979--others clustered around him, poking at his 
substantial muscles. The women were trying to get across the idea that "there is a little too much 
attention given to beauty queens, Maids of Raisins and the like in the legislative chamber." ] 
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WOULDN'T YOU RATHER 
BE ACHIC MAN? 


The price of everything is going up, and CHIC is no exception. Subscribe now and 
save $13.40 on a year’s newsstand price — or $45.20 on a three-year subscription! 
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of many assholes is 
the desire to inter- 
fere with other 
peoples’ free sexual ex- 
pression. Even though it 
might seem that running 
an American city would 
not leave time to further 
the cause of sexual repres- 
sion, that’s not true for 
the Mayor of New York 
City. If for no other 
reason than the creation 
of the “John Hour,” 
Mayor Edward Koch 
more than deserves to be 
HUSTLER’s February 
Asshole of the Month. 
What is the ‘John 
Hour’? Last fall Koch de- 
cided to become still an- 
other guardian of public 
morality. He came up 
with the idea of broadcast- 
ing over the city-owned 


radio station the names of 
all men convicted of 


soliciting prostitution. 
That means any poor soul 


busted for the “crime” of 


accosting a policewoman 
posing as a whore would 
face not only a possible 
seven years in prison but 
also public humiliation 
over the airwaves. 

Don’t think Ed Koch 
would be offended if his 
brand of “justice” were 
compared with puritani- 
cal sexual repression. On 
the contrary, Koch seems 
sorely disappointed that 
he can’t apply authentic 
Puritan punishments. 

“We're not allowed to 
put people in stocks any- 


ASSHOLE 


OF THE MONTH 
Edward Koch 


more,” Koch says. “So, 
instead, what I’m going to 
do is focus public atten- 
tion by putting their 
names in stocks, meaning 
reporting them on the 
radio. ...” 

Why Koch thinks he 
has the right to dictate 
public morals is any- 
body’s guess. But it’s clear 
he’s trying to prove how 
“nonsexist” he is by in- 
suring that men suffer as 
much as women from re- 


pressive prostitution laws. 

In fact, trying to be all 
things to all people is a 
Koch trademark. At Irish- 
American gatherings he 


says, “Call me O’Koch,” 
while before Puerto Rican 
audiences he says, “Call 
me Eduardo.” And dur- 
ing the 1977 mayoral 
campaign Koch switched 
his position and came out 
in favor of legalized 
murder in the form of 
capital punishment—al- 


aie f 


though he was careful not 
to mention those senti- 
ments in liberal precincts. 

What Koch or any 
other “public servant” 
should know is that no 
branch of government at 
any level has any business 
harassing adults who con- 
sent to buy or sell sex. If 
Mayor Koch were sincere 
about fair play, he’d work 
to repeal antiquated sex 
laws instead of increasing 
their penalties. 

The most frightening 
part of Koch’s asinine 
concept is its total disre- 
gard for the United States 
Constitution. Every school 
kid knows that America’s 
judicial and adminis- 
trative branches of gov- 
ernment are supposed to 
be separate, but Mayor 
Koch evidently has 
forgotten this. Because he 
thinks New York judges 
have been too “soft” on 
convicted male patrons of 
prostitutes, he assumes 
the right to take matters 
into his own hands by 
dishing out his personal 
brand of barbaric justice. 

The lawmakers respon- 
sible for the senseless anti- 
prostitution and antijohn 
statutes have a lot to learn 
about freedom and indi- 
vidual rights. But it takes 
a tried-and-true asshole 
like Ed Koch to place 
himself above the Consti- 
tution and turn his re- 
pressive view of morality 
into a grandstand play 
like the “John Hour.” 
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MOST WANTED 


WOMEN 


It’s time again for the people of 
America to choose the “Ten 
Most Wanted Million-Dollar 
Muffs.” Vote for your favorite 
on the attached coupon, and 
we'll let you know in our Sep- 
tember 1980 issue who the top 
twats are for this year. We're 
offering any of the ten highest 
vote-getters a million bucks to 
show pink for HUSTLER. So 
start those coupons rolling in; 
the deadline for all nominations 
is March 15, 1980. 


as Celebrity Muff of the Year. 


Celebrity Muffs 
c/o HUSTLER Magazine 
2029 Century Park East 


| 
| 
| 
Mail to: | 
| 
| 
| Suite 3800 | 
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Organ Transplant 


Medical miracles are as com- 
mon today as farts after a bean 


This behind-the-scenes look at a HUSTLER 
photo-session shows you how far we're will- 
ing to go to bring our readers something a 


burrito. But this revolutionary 
organ transplant was definitely 


If smelied that bad, * 


I'd shoot myself. 


worth taking notes on. The 
surgery was successful, with the 
patient reporting no afteref- 
fects, save for an overwhelming 
desire to sing hymns. 


little different. When we planned this studio 
shooting, our model and photographer were 
somewhat disconcerted by the idea of spend- 


Smells like a cat 
box in here. 


Mouse Muf 


Mice who make it big in the 
movies often can’t handle the 
pressure. They get sucked into 


ing all day with a real, live lion. But to their 
surprise the king of beasts turned out to be 
docile, even bored—until his co-star opened 


| wonder if Lassie 
started like this? 


that Hollywood nightlife, and 
their career goes down the rat- 
hole. This candid shot was 
taken at a studio party, where 
this guest lost control after an 
overdose of cheddar. 


We’re not quite as 

popular as the other 
Good Book yet, but 
with a little luck, 
someday you may 
see this cover in 
hotel rooms all over 
America. 


her cunt, Then the big cat started to sniff the 
air. Our photographer alertly caught the big 
cat’s unique facial expressions, as you can 


Shining 
Example 


What is Andrew Young doing 
now that he’s lost his U.N. job? 
President Carter announced 
Young’s new White House post 
at a special news conference. 


This girl must live 
on refried beans and 
prune danish! 


The President denied charges 
that the ex-ambassador was 
merely a “token black,” adding 
that Young had already given a 
polished performance in his 
position. Young himself ap- 
peared anxious to hold onto the 
job, muttering, “Feets, don’t fail 
me now” on several occasions 
during the press 4 conference. 


see in these six shots. For the rest of this 
month’s very special photo-set, turn to Lea: 
Call of the Wild on page 70. 


HUSTLER FEBRUARY 


Hot Dise of 
the Month 


The jacket illustration is the 
hottest thing about this album; 
it was done by Chris Achilleos, 
famous for his stunning work in 
erotic fantasy art. His collected 


paintings recently hit book- 
stores in a volume entitled 
Beauty and the Beast, which we 
reviewed in the September 1979 
issue of HUSTLER. Though the 
music doesn’t quite measure up 
to the graphics, Whitesnake 
does play good, hard-driving 
rock ’n’ roll with a beat just 
made for dancing. 


yphicasnake 
EHUNTER 


+S 


your car. It’s the new Porta- 


’s the Ticket 
That’s the Ticke 
If parking hassles are getting 
you down, we know just what 


you need to keep the police off 
your back and tow trucks off 


Park. This dandy item comes 
with the Hydrant-Hider, an 
imitation-marble planter box 
with plastic shrub that slips 
over the top of fire hydrants, 


THIS KIT INCLUDES: 


@PORTA-PLUG® 
Imitation Fire Hydrant 
®THE HYDRANT-HIDER® 
Portable planter with 

plastic shrub 
@ AMERICAN MEDICAL 
ASSOC. EMERGENCY 
PARKING STICKER 
BONUS OFFER: 
AED CURB TAPE (15 FEET) 
% FAKE PARKING TICKETS 
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Ads We'd Like to See 


Rover's 


Pussy > 


Tight as a drum 
after Pussy Power. 


Power 


vitamin-mineral 
supplement 


Pussy Power—the 
perfect solution for 
slack-muscled, loose- 


lipped pussies. One 
application of this 


giving you an instant parking 
place that’s guaranteed to fool 
any cop on the beat. This useful 
kit also includes a realistic fire 
hydrant and a supply of red- 
vinyl curb tape, perfect for 
creating your very own no- 
parking zone until you get back 


miraculous new prod- 
uct will make that 
droopy snatch snap 
shut as tight as a ner- 
vous virgin’s thighs. 


to take the space. In addition, 
you get phony parking tickets 
for your windshield and an 
American Medical Association 
emergency-parking sticker with 
this ingenious portable parking 
pack. You’ll never feed another 
meter again. Get yours now! 


| 


What's in 
a Name? 


A pussy by any other name still 
smells as sweet, on land or at 
sea. Whether cruising on a real 
pleasure craft or getting their 
ashes U-Hauled by this Sacra- 
mento, California, truck-rental 
firm, Americans show they like 
to think pink. 


Male Room 


This package was sent C.0.D.— 
cunts on delivery. The excited 


HUSTLER reader who dis- 
covered this carton in his store- 
room dove right in, but un- 
fortunately, the box was empty. 
Even more puzzling are the 
captions on the box. “Handle 
With Care” makes sense, but 
“Keep Dry” doesn’t sound to us 


like good treatment for a twat. 


Boat-People 
Bottle 


This great kit lets you 
capture a moment of 
history —the Viet- 
namese Boat 


People bringing their 

hopes, their dreams and 
several infectious diseases to 
new homes in the United States. 
Building this model ship is not 
only fun but also educational; 
you'll learn what it feels like to 
be a peasant under glass. The 
Boat People are brought to 
you in cooperation with the 
government of Malaysia. 


The Best 
of the Rest 


There are more girls than meet 
your eye here in the pages of 
HUSTLER, and you'll see the 
very best of them in HUSTLER 
REJECTS VOLUME 3. Don’t let 
the title fool you; there’s 
nothing second-rate about these 
13 beauties. It’s just that shoot- 
ing a photo-feature is a very 
complicated process, and prob- 
lems sometimes occur that 
result in a particular session not 


turning out exactly the way we 
wanted it to. 

Other magazines would 
probably go ahead and use the 
photos without so much as a 
second thought, but we care too 
much about our readers for 
that. Instead, we save them for 
very special occasions like 
HUSTLER REJECTS. So don’t 
delay; pick up your copy at 
your local newsstand or by mail 
from Flynt Subscription Com- 
pany (P.O. Box 67068, Los An- 
geles California 90067). Please 
include $2.95, plus $1 to cover 
postage and handling. 


Aviation 
Award 


HUSTLER takes pride in pre- 
senting the first annual DC-10 
Aviation Award to former New 
York Yankee catcher Thurman 
Munson. His courageous at- 
tempt to establish an under- 
ground air route to China will 
stand as one of the brightest 
moments in aviation history. 
We had hoped Thurman could 
accept this honor in person, but 
regrettably, Akron-Canton 
airport personnel are still 
vacuuming him off the runway. 
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Rock-blues singer John Mayall 
is shown standing in the ruins 


1 of his Los Angeles home, de- 


stroyed by the September 1979 
Laurel Canyon fire that en- 


| gulfed a total of 23 dwellings. 


The flames also cost him a por- 


What do you think would happen if the Reverend 
Billy Graham decided to go into commercial adver- 


tising? He’d probably 
wind up promoting some- 
thing like Christal-Clear 
detergent, which could 
get even the famous 
Shroud of Turin clean. 
We can just hear him 
now: “Stains don’t have a 
prayer against Christal- 
Clear, and it’s also perfect 
for washing away all 
kinds of sins.” 


the Blues 


nography collection that dated 
back to the 1800s. The losses 
were hard blows to the brilliant 
bluesman, also pictured above 
in a photograph that appeared 
in HUSTLER’s January 1979 
review of men’s magazines. 


Half-Assed 
Painting 


After years of practice with 
more conventional techniques, 
New York artist Neke Carson 
decided to get his ass in gear 
and begin making his mark in 
the art world. That mark is 
going to wind up looking like 
Zorro’s, as you can see by this 
work in progress. Carson has 
also used this technique to 
paint portraits of famous people 
such as Andy Warhol. The crit- 
ics give his rectal art the brush- 
off and describe the finished 
works as “pieces of shit.’ But 
what else can you expect from 
an artistic asshole who’s also 


the brother-in-law of actress 
Karen Black? 


Thi 5 photo’ was taken at the 
opening of the 24K . nightspo 
New York City. The smut trio 


of Mark Stevens, Jill Monro 


bron ibs bap in ae 
up. But the gacshaceny 


without hassling anyone. 
Diy © ose © 
burlesque” —sexy live shows 
set to a disco beat. : 


Miss Piggy, beloved 
Muppet and popular TV per- 
sonality, in a fiery car crash. 
Hollywood sources report that 
the accident could be linked to 


DIED: 


the-hog lifestyle. The person- 
able porker was rumored to be 


hitting the trough quite heavily | 


to escape the pressures of fame. 
She is survived by 100 brothers 
and sisters. 


the television star’s high-on- 


Edited by Richard Stone 


“Just pick the scabs, honey; then I'll be good and wet!” 


‘Harvey j 


Harvey/For Loving People is a 
new skin magazine dedicated to 
“bringing back the Forties” for 
“the guy who isn’t a stud.” 
Those are the words of Pub- 
lisher Harvey Shapiro, formerly 
marketing director at Larry 
Flynt Publications. Shapiro 
seemed to feel that it’s good 
distribution—not top-quality 
writing and photography — 
that’s made HUSTLER so suc- 
cessful. That lack of respect for 
content shows in the pages of 
the magazine he’s named for 
himself; one photo-set features 
five pages of kissing faces, 
which weren’t much of a turn- 
on even back in the ’40s. 
Harvey is available for $2.75 
at your local newsstand or by 
mail from Harvey/For Loving 
People, Subscription Depart- 
450 Seventh Avenue, 
New York, New 


ment, 
Suite 2305, 
York 10001. 


Update 


JERRY 
FALWELL 
Nov. 1979 
This vicious 
hypocrite be- 
came Asshole 
of the Month 
after he preached that Larry 
Flynt’s shooting and the death 
of some Playboy staffers in the 
tragic DC-10 crash in Chicago 
were the work of the Lord. 
Unfortunately, religious leaders 
like Falwell have a lot of other 
assholes to keep them company. 
Many of them obviously belong 
to the Religious Heritage of 
America, which recently voted 
Falwell Clergyman of the Year. 
The group is supposedly dedi- 
cated to honoring those who 
best exemplify the religious 


principles on which the U.S. 
was founded. 


March 1978 
We exposed the 
Reverend Sun 
Myung Moon 
as a religious shyster who’s 
been linked to Koreagate and 
other attempts to corrupt the 
U.S. political process. It ap- 
pears Moon is up to his old 
tricks again; New York maga- 
zine is charging that Moon’s 
Unification Church is finan- 
cially supporting the Cuban 
nationalist movement. Moon’s 
cronies allegedly channeled 
money for legal fees to three 
Cuban nationalists convicted 
for their role in the brutal 
political assassination of Chi- 
lean Ambassador Orlando 
Letelier. 

And there’s more—the New 
York Post alleges that the 
Reverend is the secret money- 
man behind the new film 
Inchon, a Korean War epic. 
Moon reportedly wants the 
movie for propaganda purposes 
and to increase his value to the 
South Korean government. 


Contributors 


for Bits & Pieces. We buy all rights to material accepted for publica- 

tion, but will return art on request (enclose a stamped, self-addressed 
envelope). For February, $100 and thanks to Neke Carson, Fim Riley, 
Edy Rollin and Dennis Warren. - 


HUSTLER pays $100 for in- 
teresting visuals and stories 
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Leisure Concepts presents 


An Erotic Feast for your senses. 
All of them. 


High quality hard core magazines aren't dead. 


They're just getting harder to find. 


Featuring the Gourmet, Pretty 
Girls and Connoisseur 
series... 

Leisure Concepts 

now has an exclusive 
line of these full 

color X-rated glossies. 
So when you want to 
lick the problem of 
finding hard core 
magazine satisfaction, 
order the classiest 
publications available 
from Leisure Concepts, 
the very best in foreign 
and domestic pleasure. 


Order with confidence. 

dust fill out the coupon below indicating 
the number of different volumes you'd like to 
receive and mail it off with your payment 
enclosed. 

And, with due respect to your privacy, 
everything we ship to you will be plainly 
packaged, securely wrapped, without 
the slightest indication of its contents on the 
outside. 


HOW TO ORDER ALL THE DIFFERENT MAGAZINES 
YOU WANT AND SAVE A WHOPPING 30% to 50% 
OFF THE COVER PRICE OF $12.50 PER COPY. 


NAME 

ADDRESS 

CITY/STATE/ZIP 

Enclosed is my () check (J money order (cash not accepted) (7) VISA 1) MC 


Money order and credit card purchases will be shipped immediately. All orders are 
discreet If merchandise is defective due to craftsmanship and returned 
within 10 days, it will be replaced free of charge. otherwise. all sales are final 


(please print) 


VISA/MC No Exp. Date Mo Year 
Subtotal 


Calif. residents add 6% tax 
Postage. handling and insurance 
TOTALS 


CALL TOLL FREE 
NATIONAL 1-800-528-6050 EXT. 1107 


URE CONCEPTS, PO. Box 5979, Chicago, Ilinoi 
LEIS o 3 0x 9979, Chicago, Illinois 60680 4) acka Hawa 1-800-528-0470 EXT. 1107 


| understand that if my merchandise is defective due to craftsmanship and returned 
poe 10 days it will be replaced free of charge. otherwise all sales are final. Quantity 
orders invited 


Please send me —___ editions) 

Each magazine edition is different'and unique. 

—@S§ 8.95 1 edition plus $1,00’postage & handling 
— @$19.95 3 editions plus $2.00 postage & handling 
— @ $36.95 6 editions plus $2.00 postage & handiing 


| hereby declare that | am an adult being over 18 years of age and in my opinion the 
material described herein which I'm ordering does not go beyond the contemporary 
standards of my community. 


SIGNATURE 
NOTE: No order can be shipped without a signature 


—*t | tf lial | 
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Advise & Consent is a column that answers a wide 
range of reader-submitted questions on sexual hang-ups, 
physical and mental hygiene, personal safety, legal 
rights, etc. It is solely an educational feature and is not 
intended to replace the advice of a physician or attorney. 
If you have a question, address your correspondence to: 
HUSTLER, Advise & Consent Editor, 2029 Century 
Park East, Suite 3800, Los Angeles, California 90067. 


Edited by Betty Frame 


Compulsive Come-on: I am a 25-year-old 
lady, and I live with my lover. Our sex life is 
great, but I’m always coming on to men I 
don’t know. It’s something I can’t control. 
I want and need to turn men on to me, to 
show them all the good things I can do to 
them and for them. I’m like a different per- 
son, and I can’t stop! I do this about six 
times a week, and have been at it since age 
15. Is something wrong with me? The urge is 
getting stronger every day. Please help. 
—B.G. 
Cleveland, Ohio 


Your self-esteem appears to be based on what men 
think of you. You are constantly looking for reas- 
surance that you are all right. You think that if 
men are attracted to you, it means you are worthy 
of their attention. Even if you are having sex 
with these men, it’s likely that the cause of your 
promiscuity is a lack of self-esteem rather than a 
strong sex drive, especially since you say your sex 
life at home is great. 

Look at your own feelings about yourself. Are 
you crushed if a man is not turned on by you? 
If so, we recommend that you see a counselor 
or a therapist—someone who can help you sort 
out your true feelings about yourself. Once you 
realize that you are just fine—regardless of 
how men may react to you—your problem will 
likely disappear. 


Male Mail: I’m a man in my middle 30s. 
In the last few years I’ve noticed that my 
sexual desire has been steadily decreasing. 
Also, I don’t get really good hard-ons nearly 
as easily or as often as I did back when I was 
20. I guess I’m just not the stud I used to be. 
I’m in excellent health, so what gives? 
—D.B. 
New York, New York 


Most men find that their sexual drive and abili- 
ties decline somewhat as they get older. While 
many studies in the last five years have indicated 
that this is due to a drop in the level of 
testosterone (the male sex hormone) after a man 
reaches his sexual peak somewhere between the 
ages of 20 and 30, researchers at the National 
Institute on Aging disagree. They say many recent 
studies are misleading because their samples have 
included men suffering from chronic illnesses, al- 
coholism and obesity. All these conditions—not 
just age—reduce the testosterone level. 

The drop in a male’s sexual potency that 
occurs with age is more likely due in part to the 
central nervous system’s decreasing ability to send 
the necessary messages to the rest of the body. NIA 
researchers recently studied 73 healthy, vigorous 


men between the ages of 25 and 89 and found 
that although their sexual abilities decreased as 
they got older, their testosterone levels remained 
quite stable after age 30. 

Regardless of the cause, your situation is nor- 
mal. Quit comparing yourself to the way you were 
five or ten years ago. That’s certainly not going to 
change anything. What's important is that your 
sex life is healthy and satisfying. The odds are 
that you get it up as much and as often as the 
next guy your age. Anyway, all that’s really 
necessary is for your penis to get hard enough for 
penetration, which it will probably do till your 
dying day. 


Birth-Control Shot: I’m a 30-year-old 
woman who has tried every possible meth- 
od of birth control. Some worked; some 
didn’t—I got pregnant three times!—and 
some were really a pain to use. Last week a 
friend told me about a long-lasting birth- 
control shot that is apparently available 
now. She didn’t know much about it though. 
Is there really such a thing? If so, is it safe 
and effective? I sure would like to try it. 
—R. J. 
Arlington, Virginia 


The injectable drug your friend told you about is 
Depo-Provera, used by millions of women in 
Third World countries, but not approved by the 
Food and Drug Administration for use as a con- 
traceptive in the United States. 

Depo-Provera, which is manufactured by the 
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Upjohn Company, is a man-made progesterone 
(female hormone) that interferes with the men- 
strual cycle, stops egg production and shrinks the 
uterus. It is licensed by the FDA only for use in 
chemotherapy for some types of inoperable uterine 
or kidney cancer. It is not authorized for use in 
birth control. ; 

Upjohn’s efforts to obtain FDA approval to 
market the drug as a contraceptive are being 
fought by various health groups. These organiza- 
tions cite side effects and the fact that in recent 
Upjohn studies two out of 12 rhesus monkeys 
injected with the drug eventually developed 
uterine cancer. 

While the company claims that Depo-Provera 
presents fewer serious health risks than oral con- 
traceptives already on the market, critics disagree, 
saying it can cause sterility or prolonged menstru- 
al bleeding sometimes lasting for more than a 
year. They also warn that there is a high con- 
centration of the drug in the milk of mothers who 
are taking it, and its effects on nursing children 
are unknown. 

Despite possible health risks and lack of FDA 
approval, some doctors are still administering 
Depo-Provera as a contraceptive. But because of 
the safety questions this would seem to be a dan- 
gerous as well as illegal practice. 

Clearly, the long-lasting birth-control shot is 
not the miracle drug we've all been waiting for— 
at least not yet. Perhaps after more research and 
refinement it will at least receive FDA approval 
(even though it may still have undesirable and 
possibly dangerous side effects). In the meantime 


“Well, kids will be kids, | suppose....” 
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stick to whatever method of contraception you've 
found most satisfactory. 


What Is It? I’m a 35-year-old, sexually nor- 
mal male. My problem is that when my wife 
goes to give me a blowjob, I ejaculate some- 
thing other than cum. It’s not exactly urine, 
I don’t think. But it spurts out automatically 
when the head of my penis, especially, is 
stimulated. I’m confused and embarrassed 
by this, Could you help me out? —J.H. 

Indio, California 


What makes you think it’s not cum? If the color 
or consistency is different from what you think it 
should be, it could be due to a change in your diet. 
Nutrition affects the amount, color and con- 
sistency of semen. If you still think there’s some- 
thing wrong, consult a urologist. 


Inverted Nipples: Would you please give 
me some information on inverted nipples? I 
have them and it’s humiliating. I’m sure 
your magazine could be very honest and 
give the facts. —I.D. 

Columbia, South Carolina 


There’s no reason to be humiliated because your 
nipples extend inward instead of outward. Many 
women have inverted nipples. A plastic surgeon 
can correct the condition with a simple operation 
that causes little discomfort, minimal scarring 
and no loss of sensitivity. But why bother? 
Inverted nipples are as sensitive as normal ones 
and will harden and protrude with sexual 
stimulation. (Incidentally, the idea that women 
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with inverted nipples cannot breast-feed is a 
myth. The nipples will become erect and protrude 
as they are suckled.) 

If your sex partner makes fun of them, either 
laugh with him or dump him. An inverted nipple 
can be lots of fun during foreplay. Your partner 
must use a little extra effort to get it to pop out. 
Encourage him to get off on the challenge, while 
you enjoy the physical sensations he’s producing. 


Sex at Ten: I have an eight-inch cock. I 
want to know if my large cock-size is a result 
of having sex when I was ten years old. (I 
had an eager cousin.) —J.G.G. 

Mobile, Alabama 


Having sex at an early age does not affect the size 
of one’s penis. More likely it was the other way 
around; you were able to have sexual intercourse 
when you were ten because you matured early. 
Also, you were apparently not overly nervous 
about it. A relaxed, positive attitude does much to 
increase sexual ability and performance. 

The usual period of puberty for boys begins 
around age 12 and continues to age 14 or 15. 
During this time the penis and testicles grow con- 
siderably. You probably just entered puberty a bit 
earlier than most, that’s all. 


Vaginal Infection: I never thought I’d 
be writing to you about a medical problem, 
but I’ve been to two general practitioners 
and a gynecologist, and no one has been able 
to help me. 

I have been seeing doctors for a yeast in- 
fection at least once a month for the last two- 


and-a-half years. I have spent close to $1,000 
on office visits and medications. I’ve used 
Monostat cream, Sultrin cream, some 
teardrop-shaped suppository, Mycostatin, 
Nystatin, Flagyl and something else. I’ve 
used the medicines separately, together, in 
double doses, etc., and I just can’t clear the 
infection up. I’m tired of dropping my 
drawers for more specimens and cultures 
just so my doctors can prescribe the same 
treatment again. 

I used to get the infection on the fourth 
day of my period and have it for 14 days 
(with or without medication), but for the last 
four months I’ve had it continuously. 

It itches and burns, and my fiance and I 
make love maybe once every couple of 
weeks, because when we do, I get so raw and 
inflamed I get surface abrasions that some- 
times bleed on the inner lips and even inside 
my vagina. A three-minute lovemaking ses- 
sion has me in tears. Then my fiance feels 
bad because he’s hurt me. I hate to keep 
depriving him, and I'd really like to enjoy 
having sex again instead of dreading it. 

I douche and shower a lot for relief, but I 
just can’t take it anymore. I know yeast in- 
fections are common, and most women have 
them at least once, but my case is really 
strange. Why don’t medicines clear it up or 
even affect it? I wear cotton underwear, I 
wipe from front to rear, and we don’t have 
anal sex. 

Being on the Pill has lowered my natural 
immunity to the infection, I realize, so I'd go 
off it in a second and risk getting pregnant if 
there seemed like even a remote chance of 
clearing up my infection. I can’t stress 
enough what an emotional strain this is. Can 
you give me any ideas? —M.E. V. 

Eau Claire, Wisconsin 


You are already doing some of the things we 
would suggest, but there are a few more you can 
try. First, get a specific diagnosis from a gynecolo- 
gist. Your symptoms could be caused by any of 
several vaginal infections. Judging from the med- 
ications you have had prescribed, you probably 
had trichomonal vaginitis (for which you took 
Flagyl), monilial vaginitis or yeast infection (for 
which you used Nystatin suppositories and 
Monostat cream) and hemophilus vaginitis (for 
which you were treated with Sultrin). 

If you still have the symptoms after you have 
taken all the medication, call your doctor right 
away. Two things could be happening. Either the 
infection has become resistant to the drug being 
used, or you are allergic to that drug. An allergic 
reaction could produce the same or similar 
symptoms as the infection itself. 

Yeast infections are rarely transmitted to a sex 
partner, while the other types are quite con- 
tagious. (However, if your fiance is uncircum- 
cised, he is much more likely to get a yeast in- 
fection than if he were circumcised.) Since men 
usually don’t have symptoms, your fiance could 
have one or more of the infections and be reinfect- 
ing you when you have intercourse. 

When your gynecologist diagnoses your in- 
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“What's the matter? Ain't you ever seen ‘Hobo Stew’ before?” 


Leasure Time Products 
P.O. Box 16508 Columbus, Obio 43212 


Please send the following product(s) HU280 
#0520 Jungle Love(s) @ $10.50 
#1759 Double Dong(s) 12° @ $10.95 
$s) 18" @ $12.95 
n0 (plain) @ $9.95 
als) @ $14.95 
tic Senora(s) @ $19.95 
#1103 Pneumatic Senora(s) P D ¢ 
#1104 Foreskinned Senora(s) @ $24.95 
#1106 Magic Massager(s) @ $29.95 
#1108 Pneurnatic Tube(s) @ $29.95 
#0242 Deluxe 7" (s) @ $7.99 
#0232 Elite 10° 
#0250 Miry 4" (s) 
0244 Chrome 7¥2 
$21 FREE with $25 of m order Jungie Love 
Please enciose a Leasure Time Catalog @ $2.50 each 
Please Print 
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Enclosed ts my () check 0 
accepted), or charge to my 


interbank No Exp Date 
mo 


Subtotal __ 


Phone number (include area code) 
Ohio residents add 4% sales tax 


Insurance, postage and handling _ 


TOTAL 


Signature, Date 

1 am of legal age and | understand that if my merchandise is defective 
due to craftsmanship and returned within 10 days, it will be replaced 
free of charge, otherwise all sales are final. Prices guaranteed tor 60 
days only. Foreign orders: Use International Money Order or Cer- 
tified Check in U.S. Dollars: add $5.00. Dealer inquiries invited 
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LEASURE TIME presents the newest repertoire in erotic adventure, introducing the fantastic ORGASMO collection, the latest and 
most technically advanced ideas in sensual pleasure, combined with our outstanding family of quality-crafted therapeutic aids 
The ORGASMO vibrating dildoes are beautifully molded of extra soft, skin-like clinical latex in unbelievable life-like-detail to 
look and feel real. Your satisfaction guaranteed 


#0520 deage Love This one's on us. free of change. with any order of $25 or more that you send in, or you can 
purchase Jungle Love at the regular price. We suggest you begin an evening with 2 or 3 capsules and you probably 
wont need to light a fire 16 keep warm on any winter night. You might even want to try some to warm up a frigid 
friend. #1759 Latex Double Dong 12” & #0050 18”. 12” of incredibly life-like flexible but solid rubber latex to share with a 
friend. The double dong has a shaping rod embedded to reach that exact bend or curve you need, and it's beautifully 
detailed to look and feel like the real thing. Also available in 18” without the shaping rod. #1101 Plain & #1100 Blectro 
Senora Orgasme. Sensual pleasure and adventure personified molded over 8 1/2" of foam+filled, heat sensitized and the 
most technically advanced extra soft. skin-like latex. The detail is life like nght down to tight-rounded balls at the base 
with stimulating ditoral studs and grooves for extra excitement. The Bectre is also a vibrator. complete with variable 
speed controls. #1102 Pneumatic Senora Orgasmo Deluxe and #1105 Regular. Finally. a dildoe that fits perfectly because 
youre in complete control of the size and stiffness you want and need. It's fully pneumatic to fill with air to the “right” 
size, or you can deflate it, roll it up and carry it in your pocket. The detail is supreme over extra soft, skin-like clinical 
latex with clitoral stimuli at the base for added pleasure The Deluxe model is a vibrator too, complete with remote 
power pack and variable speed controls. #1104 Foreskinned Senora Orgasm. An amazing pleasure breakthrough with the 
most life-like, silky smooth moveable foreskin. This one and only uncraimcised dildoe provides the same “gasping” 
sensation as the real thing and comes complete with variable speed controls on a remote power pack for fast and 
slow vibrations over its entire 8 1/2” length. #1106 Magic Massager. The ultimate stimulator unlike anything on today’s 
market. Fully electric to plug into any outlet, this therapeutically designed vibrator has a 2-speed control to give you 
up to 5,000 to 6,000 penetrating vibrations per minute. It's a sleek 12” long with a flexible vibrating head fully 
protected by washable sponge and vinyl that will give the deepest possible relaxing penetration. #1108 Paeumatic Love 
‘hbe A precision vibrator for him made of the very softest dinical rubber that clings on the inside and fits around the 
penis. Its complete with variable speed controls and a hand pump that gets you up, keeps you hard and allows your 
love tube to expand or become tight as you like it 

The battery-powered vibrator is the most popular therapeutic aid ever, and for many good reasons. It's vibrations 
are gentle, yet sensually penetrating. And it has stimulated millions to cultivate their orgasmic potential by awakening 
the many sexual erogenous zones which have been either ignored or left sleeping. Whatever your pleasure size. we 
have it with varying pulsations encased in dinically-tested plastic that's washable and easy to dean. Batteries included 
#0242 Deane 7” Vibrator. Man-sized, yet personal. It features a sleek tapered design for the quietest, deepest penetration 
possible. #0232 Bite 10” Vibrator. The “Rolls Royce of vibrators, which produces the most incredibly powerful 
vibrations possible for effective, unbelievable sensations to every inch of your body. #0250 Mini Vibrator. Four 
marvelous inches to vibrate, penetrate and caress every single orifice and the perfect companion to complete your 
vibrator collection. 40244 Chrome Supreme Vibrator. 7 1/2” of vibrating dass with a special chrome-plated tip that slides 
over wetness to bring you uncontrollable ecstasy and excitement. Complete with variable speeds, this one is distinctive 
looking and feels even better 


EXPRESS CHARGE CARD ORDERING (VISA or MC ONLY: $15.00 minimem, please), 


14 hour toll free service. Order new by calling 1-500-848-9107. (In Obie, 1-400-282-9216). 


EROTIC 
FILMS 


Edited by Michael Stott 


Millions of adults watch X-rated 
movies every week; yet the straight 
media have constantly ignored the 
obvious need to educate the public 
as to which films are rip-offs and 
which aren't. HUSTLER'’s reviews 
of hard-core erotic films have long 
been regarded as the yardstick of 
the industry. We take this function 
seriously, and we will continue to 
keep you abreast of the latest 
adult-film releases, and also do our 
best to spur porn producers on 
to better and better productions. 


The Pleasure 
Shoppe 


The store in the title of this 

German-made sex spoof 
has Doubleday, Dalton or any 
other famous bookstore beat 
hands down. On the surface it 
appears to sell ordinary novels 
and trade books, just like any 
other establishment. But if 
you’re a woman customer who 
knows the secret password— 
“I’m looking for a magazine 
and I’m lonely’’—you’re intro- 
duced to the sensual pleasures 
of the back-room salon. 

Herr Hoffman (Jean de 
Villroy) is the aged but sexually 
active owner. As the store’s 
senior stud, he pleasures a con- 
stant procession of high-caliber 
women who daily pass through 
the doors in search of “reading 
matter.” Thomas and Jack, his 
two elder sons, are even better 
hung than their father, and 
spend a lot of time in the back 
room themselves. 

But the youngest Hoffman, 
18-year-old Alex, is still a 
virgin. This prompts his horny 
kinfolk to sign him up for a 
course in seduction with a very 
foxy fraulein. Alex passes with 
flying colors, and the clan gath- 
ers to celebrate his coming-of- 
age with an orgy. 

Granted, that’s not much of a 
story. But it’s cleverly filmed, 
and it’s presented with enough 
plausibility to make it both 
believable and erotic. Several 


well-measured squeezes of dirty | 


The sex scenes in ‘Pleasure Shoppe’ are simple, hot, but never tedious. 


says. “Show me your cunt.” 
“My what?” answers the 
shocked fraulein. 
“Your cunt,” he replies. “It’s 


humor glue the scenes together, 
as when the senior Hoffman 
warms up to a new customer. | 
“Enough of this small talk,” he | 


This hard-on rating guide is based on a quality-for-your-money formula. However, 
since many X-rated films are censored to conform to “local community standards," 
the movies we review here might not be exactly the version you see. Therefore we sug- 
gest you check with your theater to make sure that you are getting the real thing 


RATING GUIDE 


Pa ERECTION 
A constant turn-on. If this won't get it up, you may be dead. 


THREE-QUARTERS ERECT 
Worthwhile. Almost gets it up. But it can still be beat. 


HALF ERECT 
So-so. Probably get it up with a little help from your fist. 


ONE-QUARTER ERECT 
A poor turn-on. Just might get it up if you used a crane. 


TOTALLY LIMP 
A turn-off. This one couldn't get it up if you used a crane. 


You're 
in a 


legs. 
that 


between 
dumb—I 
woman.” 
On a technical level The 
Pleasure Shoppe provides an ex- 
cellent primer course on how to 
make sex scenes that are sim- 
ple, hot but never tedious. The 
secret of the producers’ success 
here is the way they handle the 
camera. It moves constantly, 
adding sensuality and depth to 


your 


like 


every shot, particularly during | 


the hard-core scenes. 

Incidentally, a few years ago 
the bulk of German cinematic 
porn was made in soft-core ver- 
sions only. Hard-core close-ups 
were then shot and inserted 
after the film had reached its 
foreign market—often with 
ludicrous, mismatched results. 
But judging from both The 
Pleasure Shoppe and Sex Roulette 
(another German product star- 
ring Jean de Villroy that was 
rated fully erect in July 1979's 
HUSTLER), German producers 
are now able to shoot their 
hard-core scenes along with the 
rest of the film. 

In fact, only two factors pre- 
vent The Pleasure Shoppe from 
earning a full-erection rating. 
The editing, while competent, 
lacks the slick, professional ex- 
pertise of first-rate American 
porn. And the print I saw at the 
screening was poorly pro- 
duced—a good indication that 
the print that you might see at 
your local theater will be equal- 
ly second-rate. 

— Manny Neuhaus 


Double Your 


Pleasure 


Welcome back Brooke and 
Taylor Young, the identi- 
cal-twin stars of Sweet Cakes and 
Teenage Twins, who here take 
yet another shot at porn glory 
with the help of D. and J. Hart- 
man, a pair of identical male 
twins. But try as they might, the 
Young sisters are not likely to 
make it big. Though their 
hearts may be in the right 
places, their bodies are hardly 
voluptuous. And their Southern 
drawls, though charming, tend 
to mangle the English language 
more than enhance it. ; 
In Double Your Pleasure the 


Young twins play Jean and Jo 


| Halliday, a matched pair of 
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‘Double Your Pleasure’ is worth 


nieces who discover their weal- 
thy, supposedly puritanical 
uncle (Jake Teague) giving 
more than dictation to his 
secretary (Rikki O’Neal). Dis- 
gusted at his hypocrisy, they 
leave the security of their Texas 
home for New York. The only 
problem is that $150,000 in 
cash disappears at about the 
same time, leading their uncle 
to recruit a New York private 
eye called Murdoch (D. Hart- 


Brooke and Taylor Young are 


man) to determine the guilt or 
innocence of the runaways. 
Murdoch soon proves that they 
didn’t take the money. But, be- 
ing a voyeuristic son of a bitch, 
he also discovers much more 
about them. 

Brooke’s and Taylor’s very 
first sex scene is Double Your 
Pleasure’s erotic high point. In 
an incestuous lesbian freak-out 
the twins reveal how well they 
know every aspect of each 
other’s body. For Murdoch, of 
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seeing only on a rainy afternoon 


course, spying on them sure 
beats looking for lost poodles in 
the rain. After he first sees the 
sisters in a hotel room he spends 
the rest of the film traipsing 
after them, hoping for a replay. 

His Peeping Tom pilgrimage 
takes him from the room they 
share with two studs to a 


modeling gig with a gay 
photographer that escalates 
into a cluster-fuck. During all 
these comings and comings 


the twin nymphos in ‘Double.’ 


Brooke and Taylor keep the 
sexual energy high, even 
though they never mutter a 
single understandable line of 
dialogue from one climax to 
another. 

The film ends with Murdoch 
revealing not only himself but 
his twin brother (J. Hartman) 
to the girls. If you came in 
drunk at this point in the flick, 
you’d swear you were seeing 
double. However, two of every- 
thing doesn’t necessarily mean 


when the TV is on the fritz. 


double the value, and the film 
draws to a dull conclusion in 
which the director, Carter 
Stevens, tries to get everybody 
moving in unison. He couldn’t 
and they don’t, which makes 
the scene about as stimulating 
as the first close-order drill 
exercise for new recruits at 
Camp Pendleton. 

Double Your Pleasure is re- 
deemed from general tedium 
only by the overtones of respec- 
table sleaze that have become 
Stevens’s trademark. It’s worth 
a look on a rainy afternoon, but 
only if your TV is on the fritz. 

—M.N. 


Mystique 


Mystique could be classified 

as part of the new breed of 
cinematic porn that attempts to 
combine hard-core sex scenes 
with serious commentary about 
life. (An excellent example of 
this genre is Legend of Lady Blue, 
awarded a full-erection rating 
in the October 1979 HUSTLER.) 
Unfortunately, Mystique is not 
nearly so good. It’s a preten- 
tious and annoying film that 
seems to make the statement 
that life is wasted if it’s not 
crammed full of sex and reck- 
less abandon. 

Mystique focuses on the lives 
of Alma (Georgina Spelvin) and 
Cosima (Samantha Fox). Alma 
is a photographer whose doctor 
has ordered her into retirement 
at her beach house because of 
ill health. Cosima is a sexy 
young vamp who appears one 
day on the beach in front of 
Alma’s house. Her mission is to 


a by 


torment Alma until the dying 
woman has relented. Relented 
from what, you ask? That’s a 
good question, and one that’s 
never satisfactorily answered. 
Alma asks the question many 
times, but to no avail. “You 


W) refuse to learn,” is all that Cos- 
W ima will say after she’s arranged 


for Alma to be viciously raped 
two of Cosima’s friends. 
Later, Cosima and her gang 
tear the house apart, deface 
Alma’s photographs, take ob- 
scene pictures with her camera 
and involve her in bizarre and 
notably nonerotic orgies. 

After more than an hour of 
watching the continual taunt- 
ing, abuse and torture of Alma, 
my chief desire was to whip out 
an M16 and blast them all to 
bloody bits. Frankly, the only 
possible excuse for this story is 
that it represents an exaggera- 
tion to make a point—the point 
being that a life of serious work 
coupled with dedication and 
sincerity (a good description of 
Alma’s way of looking at the 
world) is phony and a real drag. 

But it’s ironic that the mak- 
ers of Mystique fall prey to the 
same indictment. Their film is a 
deeply serious exercise in sex- 
ual anarchism—a film without 
a single lighthearted moment or 
shred of wit or fun. And this is 
supposed to be a sex film, after 
all, not a poor copy of those 
pessimistic Swedish films put 
out by Ingmar Bergman in the 
1960s. 

The reason Mystique scores at 
all is because the technicians 
who worked on it knew their 
stuff. The film has a_ lush, 
professional quality and dis- 
plays better-than-average pho- 
tography and editing. But the 
overall result is a downer, and 
for that reason I do not recom- 
mend you pay it a visit. 

—M.N. 


Carnal 
Highways 


The totally limp dick that 

you see on the left is 
HUSTLER’s sign for an X-rated 
film that fails completely — 
either as an example of the 
motion-picture art or as titillat- 
ing eroticism. We don’t consign 
pictures to that category lightly. 
When we do, we bust our balls 
trying to figure out what the 
filmmaker was attempting to 
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Georgina Spelvin gives and takes in the gloomy porn film ‘Mystique.’ 


do, and then do our best to ex- 
plain why and how the film 
doesn’t make it. 

Once in a very great while, 
however, a film is exhibited 
that defies both our rating 
system and any rational analy- 
sis. Carnal Highways is such a 
picture. It’s a total stinkeroo, 
and to grace it with our limp- 
dick sign is to insult every other 
failure listed in that category. 
This film is such foul garbage 
that it demands a new sym- 
bol—a pus-filled venereal sore 
would be appropriate. 

First of all, there’s no real sto- 
ry to this flick at all. Second, it 
shows no evidence of either a 
script or a director. Third, the 
production values include a 
steady procession of out-of- 
focus shots, strange flashes on 
the screen, camera framing that 
lops off heads as regularly as 
the guillotine during the French 
Revolution, shots that wobble 
like a drunk in a hurricane, and 
editing that seems to be the 
work of a nonunion meatcutter. 
And that’s the plus side. 

The really bad stuff concerns 
the action—a word I’m using 
instead of “story” because there 
isn’t any story. Two male leads 
appear consistently throughout, 
played by John Seeman and 
Fernando Fortes. On screen 
they call each other John and 
Fernando; that’ll give you some 
idea of the imaginations at 
work on this project. 


couple of shabbily dressed 
punks who spend a lot of time 
together holding their crotches 
as if they’ve been kicked in the 
balls. This is supposed to repre- 
sent how horny they are. They 
then decide to buy a diesel rig, 
for they’ve heard that truckers 
have no problem getting laid. 
Where the money for such a 
large expenditure is going to 
come from is never explained. 

When the two guys buy the 
truck, they inspect the tires on 
one side only, proclaim them- 


« 


selves satisfied and drive away. 
“Driving away,” incidentally, is 
registered on the screen by the 
cab being rocked while stand- 
ing still by all-too-visible pro- 
duction assistants as the camera 
vainly tries to frame a shot of 
our heroes without chopping 
their heads off. 

Well, what about the sex 
scenes? These are handled with 
such incredible clumsiness that 
I almost blew lunch in the 
theater. Mr. Fortes, for in- 
stance—who is also credited 


f with being executive produ- 


cer—comes across as a half-wit. 
His chief thrill is to strip naked 
(except for his socks) and lick 
chicks all over. I’ve seen better 
slobbering at the San Diego 
Zoo’s monkey house. 

The only woman in this di- 
saster with a body worth men- 
tioning is played by Seka, a gor- 
geous blonde described in the 
flick’s publicity sheet as “the 
white-hot new sex queen.” (She 
was featured in a sizzling 
photo-set entitled “Erika” in 
the August 1979 CHIC.) Yet 
Seka goes through her paces 
with all the pizzazz of a Las 
Vegas hooker at the end of a 
48-hour day. If she wants to 
remain as hot in the porn-film 
business as she’s currently 
touted to be, I hope she’ll pick 
her future productions with a 
little more care. 

Carnal Highways represents a 
new low in erotic cinema. Avoid 
it like the plague. —M. S. 


John and Fernando are a The high point in ‘Highways’ is Seka, shown here in a CHIC photo-spread. 


ON THE 


CIRCUIT 


This column lists and rates erotic 
films reviewed in past issues of 
HUSTLER. The films named 
below may currently be showing at 
a theater in your neighborhood. 


Pig Section 


Babylon Pink 

Easy 

Legend of Lady Blue 
MisBehavin’ 

Sex Roulette 

Star Virgin 

The Ecstasy Girls 


Three-Quarters Erect 
eee 


Blonde in Black Silk 
Debbie Does Dallas 
800 Fantasy Lane 
Heavenly Desire 
Jack ’n Jill 

Ms. Magnificent 
People 

Pro Ball Cheerleaders 
Satin Suite 

Serena 

Tangerine 


a Erect 


Bangkok Connection 
Carnal Games 

China Sisters 

For Richer, For Poorer 
Here Comes the Bride 
Laura’s Desires 

Pizza Girls 

Pussycat Ranch 

Taxi Girls 

Telefantasy 

The China Cat 

The Little Blue Box 
The New York Babes 
The Sensuous Detective 
The Untamed 


Cy one- Quarter Erect 


Blue Perfume 
Dracula Sucks 
Hot Honey 

Hot Lunch 

Hot Rackets 
More Than Sisters 


Ce Limp 


Candy Goes to Hollywood! 
Fur Trap 

Hardcore 

Sweet Savage 

Tropic of Desire 
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BOOKS 


Edited by Michael Stott 


Ward 81 


By Karen Folger Jacobs, Ph.D., 
with photographs by Mary Ellen 
Mark; Fireside Books, Simon and 
Schuster, Inc., 1230 Avenue of the 
Americas, New York, New York 
10020; $9.95 

“We have problems, real 
problems, that’s why we’re 
here. But that doesn’t mean we 
should be taken away from 
what’s human.” These are the 
words of a patient—or in- 
mate—of Ward 81, a mental 
ward for women in Oregon. 
Psychiatrist Karen Folger 
Jacobs and photographer Mary 
Ellen Mark spent more than a 
month there talking to the 
patients and staff, taking pic- 
tures and absorbing the quality 
of life they found. 

What they saw is graphically 
reproduced in this book. Faces 


The utter despair of ‘Ward 81’ is horrifying. Seeking a way out of 
the ward, this female inmate tore flesh from her leg and ate it. 


are twisted, minds and bodies 
are burdened with loneliness 
and despair, and everything— 
objects as well as people—is 
kept captive. 

If you fantasize about bond- 
age, your fantasies might end 
abruptly in Ward 81, for the re- 
straints are not voluntary and 
there is little hope of release. 
The most common way out 
is “cutting” yourself—self-de- 
struction, simple, painful and 
bloody. For one patient this 
meant tearing the flesh out of 
her leg and eating it. A few of 
the photographs show such 
scars, but deeper scars are ap- 
parent in every inmate’s face. 
They show in each pair of eyes, 
and what they show is fear, 
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The most common group 
activity in the ward is watching 
television. Many of the women 
love the commercials, teasing 
themselves with products 
they'll never be able to buy. 
Such masochism is routine in 
Ward 81. 

“To a degree we became like 
those women,’’ writes Dr. 
Jacobs at the end of her sensi- 
tive introduction. “We felt the 
degeneration of our own bodies 
and the erosion of our self-con- 
fidence. We were horrified at 
the thought of what we might 
become after a year or two of 
confinement on Ward 81.” 

These sentiments summarize 
the most vital message of this 
book. The really horrifying as- 
pect of crazy people is how 
similar they are to the rest of us, 
not how different; the really 
horrifying aspect of Ward 81 is 
the uselessness of the therapeu- 
tic methods (Thorazine, elec- 
troshock, restraints) practiced 
there. In late 1977 Ward 81 
was modified; it was turned in- 
to the female section of a co- 


Frank Frazetta, 
Books Two 
and Three 


Peacock Press, Bantam Books, Inc., 
666 Fifth Avenue, New York, 
New York 10019; $7.95 each 

Frank Frazetta is popularly 
recognized as one of the con- 
temporary masters of fantasy 
illustration, and with these two 
volumes (Number One was 
published more than three 
years ago) Bantam Books is 
meeting the growing public 
demand for his work. 


educational treatment ward. 
But wards similar to the one 
described in this book still exist 
in many states—wards that 
contain, in Dr. Jacobs’s words, 
“the women we might have 
been, women we might one day 
become.” 

Ward 87 is a powerful and 
shocking, yet deeply sensitive, 
work that will nag unceasingly 
at your social consciousness— 
and that’s precisely why you 
should pick up a copy of the 
book. The sooner we Americans 
become more aware of things 
other than the size of Dolly Par- 
ton’s breasts, say, the sooner 
we'll be able to effect real social 
change in this country. 


Frazetta transforms body parts into symbols of sex, strength and terror. 


By far the best pictures in 
this collection are the full-color 
plates. Because of this, Book 
Two, with 35 of them, may be 
the better buy. Book Three is 
largely filled with sketches, 
many from a 1953 “doodle- 
book.” Of course, if you’re a 
real Frazetta fan, you'll be fas- 
cinated by these early drawings. 
They may lack the strongly sen- 
sual coloring of his mature 
work, but they clearly demon- 
strate the roots of his develop- 
ment as an artist. 

Frazetta is at his best in the 
creation of eyecatching book 
jackets for fantasy paperbacks. 


—Jerold Pearson Frazetta’s powerful intimacy almost puts the viewer in the picture. 


Designed to convert browsers 
into buyers, these pictures are 
bold and stirring. They deal 
with basic emotions: rage, fear, 
aggressive sexuality. By elimi- 
nating unnecessary background 
details, Frazetta—with a 
powerful intimacy—forces you 
to confront the central figures 
and almost puts you right in the 
picture. In “Paradox” from 
Book Two, for instance, Frazet- 
ta bids you witness the conflict 
between a blond superman and 
two hot-blooded harpies. It is a 
conflict that may become a mat- 
ter of life and death. But 
Frazetta’s main concern is the 
moment of tension as the well- 
muscled hero hesitates before 
cutting to pieces the sultry 
bodies of his enemies. 

By exaggerating the muscles, 
breasts and buttocks of his 
figures, Frazetta transforms 
them into symbols—usually 
symbols of sex, strength and 
terror. In “‘A Princess of Mars,” 
for example (also from Book 
Two), a victorious human cou- 
ple stand over the body of a 
green, two-headed monster (or 
maybe a pair of green-headed 
monsters). 

On the surface the picture 
portrays the joy of power and 
conquest. But it also contains a 
strong message of latent sex- 
uality: You can’t help but 
imagine that as soon as the man 
sheathes his sword, he’s going 
to impale the woman with an- 
other weapon entirely! —M. S. 


Pioneer practicality and hippie artistry are combined in ‘Rolling Homes.’ 


Rolling Homes: 
Handmade 


Houses on 


Wheels 


By Jane Lidz; AGW Visual 
Library, 95 Madison Avenue, New 
York, New York 10016; $7.95 
The spirit of yesterday's 
covered wagons lives on in 
today’s housetruckers. Today’s 


The dwellings in ‘Rolling Homes’ are all individually crafted creations. 


“gypsies” travel freely in their 
houses on wheels, taking along 
the basics of civilization and 
leaving the rest behind. Filled 
with dozens of interior and 
exterior color photos, Rolling 
Homes highlights some fine ex- 
amples of the handmade mobile 
dwellings built by folk whose 
motto reads, “Gas is my rent.’ 
Not your ordinary RVs with 
4 factory-direct curtains and plas- 
tic tabletops, the rolling homes 
pictured here are individually 
crafted creations. Each home 


see how much ingenuity the 
housetruckers can cram into a 
converted truck, van or bus to 
make it look and feel like home. 

Stained-glass skylights and 
windows, cleverly cut into every 
conceivable size and shape, 
provide openness and light. 
Shells of cars and vans, even 
airplane cockpits, are grafted 
onto rooftops to make lofts. 
Many housetrucks look like 
old-fashioned country cabins, 
with thatched roofs, beamed 
ceilings, potbellied stoves and 
back porches. As one house- 
trucker put it, “It’s both a bus 
and a fantasy.” 

Unfortunately, Ms. Lidz, a 
teacher of architecture, wields 
her camera better than she does 
her typewriter. Her sparse text 
only hints at the personalities, 
motivations and lifestyles of the 
housetruckers. And by ap- 


| Sol, and the original vintage 


pearing only at the book’s end, 
the few fascinating shots that 
trace the building process from 
bare truck chassis to ornate 
framehouse lose their impact. 
More do-it-yourself details and 
designs would have enriched 
this enjoyable collection. 

Like the Conestoga wagons 
before them, some of these 
houses will surely make their 
way into museums as cultural 
landmarks. Until that time, 
Rolling Homes will serve as an 
entertaining tribute to these 
latest expressions of America’s 
romance with the road. 


—Jack Curtis 


The Worst 


By Charles McGrath and Daniel 
Menaker; New American Library, 
7301 Avenue of the Americas, 
New York, New York 10079; 
$2.95 

Let’s make it crystal-clear 
right up front: The Worst is a 
work of humorous fiction, and 
there’s not a single straight fact 
in it. The authors are a couple 
of New Yorker magazine staff 
writers. They came up with the 
novel idea of creating a collec- 
tion of worst people and worst 
things—a kind of Who’s Who of 
failures and fuck-ups—and the 
result is often pretty funny. But, 
we repeat, not a word of it is 
true, and in a way that’s a pity. 
An anthology of real-life 
failures and fuck-ups could be 
just as funny—maybe even 
moreso. 

The Worst is organized into 
two categories — worst individu- 
als and worst things. In the lat- 
ter group consider this descrip- 
tion of the worst wine. Called 
Switchblade, it smells like Pine- 


was towed out to sea by the 
Food and Drug Administration. 
And what about the world’s 
worst golf hole? According to 
the authors, it’s the 17th hole at 
Running Sump, where hungry, 
imprisoned orphans rub their 
stomachs and whimper from 
behind a wire-mesh fence as 
you try to sink that crucial putt. 
I think you get the picture, 
right? 

The book occasionally falls 
flat when it reaches for some 
highfalutin joke that wouldn’t 
fetch a giggle from a librarian. 
But it’s the perfect gift for 
someone you don’t like a lot. 
—Larry McClain 
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GREAMS& THINGS 
Start using these sensuous creams, caps, pills & powders. 
The finest array of scientifically specious sex aids. 


HELP SOLVE YOUR SEX PROBLEMS NOW! 


223—Postiche Flavored Nymphomaniac 
Drops: Just a few luscious drops 
where she needs it most will turn her 
into a raging inferno! Colored, fla- 
vored and priced so you can afford it. 
$5.95 


226—Postiche Flavored Spanish Fly Drops: 
The legendary powers of Spanish Fly 
distilied into sensuously colored & 
flavored drops to be placed on ero- 
genous zones. She'll beg for more! 
$5.95 


202— Spurious Knockout Pills: Putherina 
trance! Recommended for tough cases 
only. To be swallowed or mixed in drink. 


$5.95 

175— Postiche Hard On Pills: For the man who 
has everything. . . but. They will give you 
what you need most and keep it hard 
enough for the tow it jobs! $5.95 

178— Postiche Spanish Fly Sugar: Tinycubes 
packed with love power! This mystical 
blend has been impregnated in just the 
right dose to insure a night you will never 
forget! $5.95 


193—Spurious Sta-Harder 
Pills: For the supreme 
erection! Effects last 
and last. Use dosage 
as indicated only, for 
her sake! $5.95 

196—Spurious Hypnotic 
Powder: Just a little of 
this potent biend in a 
drink will produce a 

will 


181— Seduce Her Postiche 
Caps: An entire night of 
action in a single cap- 
sule! For you or her, it 
will make sensual 
delights grow to enor- 
mous proportions—in- 
crease your fun—in- 
sure hers! $4.95 


surprising 
ingness to 
submit! Have 
her at your 
command. 
5 


184— Maximus Erec- 
tion Cream: Rich 
and luxurious 
cream to get it 
up, andtokeep it 
up. Light & fra- 
grant, itwillbe 
there whenever 
you need it! 
$5.95 


199—Specious 
Nymphos De- 
sire: Powder 
ed dynamite 
Slipped in a 
drink! $4.95 


21st Century Labs Dept.ct-131 
P.O. Box 2541 Grand Central Sta. 
New York, N.Y. 10017 

Sirs. Rush the items numbered in boxes below. | have 

enclosed my check or M0. plus $1 per item postage & Address 
handling (NY residents add sales tax) for a total of 
(Void where prohibited) 


Signature 


(lam over 18 years of age) 


chy. / State: __Zip 


GET SCREWED! 


If you want the best in adult entertainment, 
then what you need is SCREW, “The 
World's Greatest Newspaper.” Not only 
will you be overwhelmed by SCREW's 
horny humor, hot photos and comprehen- 
sive coverage of the carnal scene, but 
you'll also be knocked for a loop by 
SCREW's special editions like the Second 
Annual Video Issue, a veritable treasure 
trove of prurient info on the latest hard- 
core home-box craze. So, subscribe today 
—you'll see that getting SCREWed can 
be great. 


————— ce ec ee eee ee ee eee ee eee ee 
O 10 issues, $9.95 O 52 issues, $37.00 HU280 
© 26 issues, $19.95 © 104 issues, $65.00 


© Enclosed is a check or money order in the amount of $ (sorry, no billing). 
© Charge to: 1 VISA © Master Charge. 


Acct Name 
Acc't No. 

Expiration Date 
Interbank No. (MC only) 


i certify by my signature that | am not a postal or government agent engaged in entrapment and that lam of legal age. 


Make check or money order payable to: Milky Way Productions, inc. Mail to: Subscription Dept., P.O. Box 432, Old 
Chelsea Sta., New York, N.Y. 10011. 


State & Zip 
Please allow several weeks for subscriptions to be processed. 
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ADVISE & CONSENT 


(continued from page 24) 


fection, your boyfriend should see a urologist or an 
internist and explain your situation completely. 
He should tell the doctor exactly what you have 
and how you are being treated. Then you should 
refrain from having intercourse until you have 
both taken the full course of prescribed medica- 
tions; this will prevent your boyfriend from rein- 
fecting you. 

Once you have the infection (s) cleared up, there 
are some more steps you can take to help prevent 
recurrences. Unless specifically prescribed by your 
gynecologist, avoid frequent douching. It tends to 
wash away beneficial surface bacteria necessary 
to fight off infection. Birth-control pills are apt 
to lower your resistance too. Since you seem prone 
to contracting vaginal infections, going off the 
Pill would not be a bad idea. Your doctor can tell 
you about other effective forms of birth control. 

You can almost count on developing a yeast in- 
fection after taking antibiotics. They kill off the 
bacteria that keep the yeast under control. So if a 
doctor prescribes an antibiotic for you, explain 
your susceptibility to yeast infections, and he will 
likely give you a prescription for something to 
treat the problem if it does develop. 

Any vaginal infection—and yeast especially — 
thrives in wet, warm places. Therefore, keep your 
vaginal area as cool and dry as possible. This 
means wearing cotton panties, as you say you do, 
and avoiding pantyhose, tight-fitting jeans and 
polyester slacks. 

Finally, stay calm. Emotional upsets cause 
chemical imbalances that reduce the body’s resis- 
tance to infection. 


Lonely and Gay: I am a 30-year-old white 
male, married and with two children. I just 
recently found out I am gay. I guess the feel- 
ings have been there all along, but I’ve man- 
aged to suppress them all these years. I 
would like to know of others who are in the 
same situation as I, and maybe we could get 
together and talk about our problems and 
possibly enter into relationships. I enjoy sex 
with men immensely and don’t think I could 
go back to women. I would prefer to meet 
people in southern New Hampshire—the 
Portsmouth, Greenland, Rye, Hampton 
areas. —J.M. 

Greenland, New Hampshire 


There are as many ways for gays to meet other 
gays as there are for straights to meet other 
straights. If you like bars, try going to a gay one 
and see who you meet. If you don't know of any in 
your area, stop by a local adult-book shop and 
pick up any gay newsletters and newspapers you 
can find. They will likely contain ads for gay 
bars and restaurants, as well as personals col- 
umns. Also check Blueboy, a national gay 
magazine. 

An organization in New Hampshire that 
would be helpful to you is the Nashua Area Gays 
(P.O. Box 3472, Nashua, New Hampshire 
03060; telephone: 603-654-9268). Also, the 
Provincetown Drop-in Center (telephone: 617- 
487-0387) has information on gay bars, discos 
and bookstores in New England. dy 


Norm Winski is the author of 
12 published books and many 
magazine articles. In one of his 
books, Mysticism for the Mil- 
lions (Sherbourne), he attacks 
the widespread belief that man- 
kind must renounce sex in order 
to pursue the spiritual life. 

For 2,000 years Western 
Christian Man has had great 
difficulty reconciling his 
sexual needs with his spiri- 
tual beliefs. With few excep- 
tions. the prevailing notion 
has been that to serve God 
best you should stay soft and 
dry, renouncing sex and the 
company of women in favor 
of spiritual celibacy. And if 
you absolutely cannot re- 
press the urgings of your 
genitals, then you should 
marry. As Saint Paul so 
gloomily preached, “It is 
better to marry than to 
burn.” 

When and how did this 
destructive splitting of man- 
kind’s religious and sexual 
natures develop? One thing 
is for sure—it is not, as com- 
monly accepted, the work of 
God. Rather, it is the result 
of a powerful propaganda 
campaign by the early 
Church fathers, who suc- 
cessfully planted the twin 
ideas that sex is evil and that 
women are little more than 
lust-crazed temptresses. 

The first notable Chris- 
tian to campaign against sex 
was the renowned woman- 
hater Saint Paul. In his bibli- 
cal letters to the Corinthians 
and Romans he idealized the 
sexless life, equating the in- 
fluence of women with sexual sin. Later, 
in the fourth through sixth centuries, 
other dry-balled Church theologians— 
notably Saints Augustine, Ambrose, 
Jerome and Gregory the Great—spread 
Paul’s antisex and antiwoman pro- 
nouncements throughout the “civi- 
lized” world. 

Saint Augustine, for instance, 
preached that a “good Christian” 
should despise in a woman “the corrupt- 
ible and mortal conjugal connection, 
sexual intercourse and all that pertains 
to her as a wife.” 

Saint Jerome, in his Epistles aimed at 
women, instructed them to “act against 
nature... forswear your natural func- 


Illustration by Steve Carver 


Many sexual pleasures have remained hidden for too long behind the 
doors of fear, ignorance, inexperience and hypocrisy. In keeping with 
HUSTLER’s belief that the repression of natural and healthy 
urges is physically and emotionally damaging, we present this series of 
informative articles to increase your sexual knowledge, to lessen your 
inhibitions and—ultimately—to make you a much better lover. 


Religion and Sex 


by Norm Winski 


tions...shun intercourse with men.” 

And then there was Tertullian, a 
third-century Roman writer and theolo- 
gian who gained a reputation as the 
most formidable defender of Chris- 
tianity of his day. He didn’t like women 
at all and blamed them for the tempta- 
tion of Adam by Eve in the Garden of 
Eden. He wrote: “The judgment of God 
upon the female sex endures even today; 
and with it inevitably endures your posi- 
tion as criminal at the bar of justice. You 
are the gateway of the devil.” 

The hatred of women that Tertul- 
lian’s writings reflect was echoed and 
magnified a thousand times in the writ- 
ings of later theologians. “If her bowels 


and flesh were cut open,” 


wrote the French monk 
Roger de Caen in the tenth 
century, “you would see 
what filth is covered by her 
white skin.... There is no 
plague which monks should 
dread more than woman; the 
soul’s death.” 

Bishop Odo of Cluny, a 
13th-century French monas- 
tic leader, favored the same 
image. He also encouraged 
his brother monks to visual- 
ize each woman they met as 
if stripped of all her skin, 
thus revealing her intestines 
and internal organs. In his 
opinion, the resulting men- 
tal image of what he called 
saccus stercoris (Latin for “bag 
of muck”) would stifle all 
desire. 

Today’s psychologists 
might describe such senti- 
ments as deeply paranoid 
symptoms of male sexual 
anxiety, an anxiety that can 
easily turn to hate when sex- 
ual gratification is repressed. 
However, that doesn’t ex- 
plain the thinking behind 
such intensely felt emotions. 
Why, in a religion based on 
universal love and forgive- 
ness, were such antifemale, 
antisexual doctrines taught? 

There are essentially two 
approaches to the answer— 
one anthropological, the 
other theological. We'll dis- 
cuss the anthropological first. 

Anthropology concerns it- 
self with the study of 
mankind’s development as a 
species and how the human 
species evolved from lesser 
ones on this planet. ‘““Why is 
man man?” is how anthropologist 
Robert Ardrey begins his most recent 
book, The Hunting Hypothesis (Bantam), 
and in the process he uncovers the an- 
swer to another question: “Why does 
man hate woman?” 

In brief, Ardrey’s argument goes like 
this. Describing “Old World” monkeys— 
the strain of primate (the first order of 
mammals) that eventually evolved into 
human beings—he shows how monkey 
mothers developed two extraordinary 
sexual characteristics that would “bring 
to the female a degree of attention that 
no primate had ever enjoyed before.” 
These characteristics were sexual 
insatiability and estrus (the period of sex- 
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ual receptivity, or “heat,” in the female 
that came as frequently as every month. 
By comparison, the elephant goes four- 
and-a-half years between mating seasons.) 

“Estrus,” says Ardrey, “was the sex- 
ual jackpot. Just to make things more 
interesting, the primate female com- 
bined it with insatiability. One female, 
in a period of estrus lasting perhaps five 
days (per month), not only could pro- 
vide fun for all, but also at the same time 
secure for herself a maximum of male 
attention.” 

When the human female developed 
from the primate strain, a third sexual 
characteristic evolved, one that Ardrey 
calls “the most astonishing innovation 
that had ever come about since the 
biological introduction of sex itself, a 
half-billion years ago or more. And the 
female did it.” 

This characteristic was an extended 
estrus, which was nothing less than year- 
round sexual receptiveness. Combined with 
the sexual insatiability of her primate 
ancestors, and with the later develop- 
ment of the female orgasm, the female of 
the species influenced the male to return 
to her from the hunt, thus advancing the 
probability that her young would sur- 
vive. And while insatiability among 
monkey females provoked little jealousy 
in males, insatiability among human fe- 
males was something that the primitive 


male, armed with his own developing in- 
stinct for territory and status, was forced 
to confront and control. 

He did so by insisting on a “hunter’s 
right” to a home base, complete with a 
wife and family he could call his own. 
Little wonder that, as human society 
developed, most of the emerging civili- 
zations adopted a male-dominant, fe- 
male-submissive culture. 

And in most cases women went along 
with the system. The survival of the race 
depended on keeping the male of the 
family sufficiently content so that he 
would continue to bring home the 
bacon. In other words, the females’ 
share of the human survival-instinct 
forced them to accept “inferiority.” 

How does religion relate to the an- 
thropological history of the suppression 
of women? Simply, throughout history 
mankind has sought gods and divine 
instruction to make sense of his world 
and to validate the foundations of his 
happiness and peace of mind. Religion, 
then, is often used to reinforce social 
customs, such as keeping females sub- 
missive. That’s why most religions are 
conservative rather than revolutionary. 
True, prophets may appear who recom- 
mend radical change, but new theolo- 
gies are built firmly on the remains 
of the old, and changes come slowly, 
if at all. 


“All right, Harriet, what happened to the car?" 
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For women the changes have been 
slower than for men. As Dr. Mary Daly 
put it in her book The Church and the 
Second Sex (Harper & Row), “From the 
point of view of the modern woman, the 
situation of women in the ancient Semi- 
tic world—and indeed in the ancient 
world in general—had the dimensions of 
a nightmare.” The books of Exodus and 
Deuteronomy in the Old Testament 
describe a wife as little more than a mas- 
culine possession, similar in status to his 
house and land, his male and female 
slaves, his ox and ass. 

The husbands of ancient Israel could 
divorce their wives on the slightest pre- 
text; yet the wives could not do the 
same. Neither a man’s wives nor his 
daughters could inherit; therefore, we 
should not be surprised that a favorite 
prayer of Hebrew males was “I thank 
thee, Lord, that thou hast not created 
me a woman.” 

But the attitudes of ancient Jewry do 
not fully explain the hatred of women 
expressed by the early Christian fathers. 
In fact, Christians and non-Christians 
have reason to assume that Jesus, by 
recorded speech and action, demon- 
strated that women should be equal in 
all things to men. 

Jesus did exactly that, for while there 
is no record of his speaking about 
women as such, his actions—such as the 
defense of the woman taken in adultery 
(John 8: 1-11) —speak even louder than 
words. He made friends with a 

rostitute because of her great love 
Luke 7: 36-50). And while he con- 
demned the hypocrisy of those who 
claimed sexual abstinence while inward- 
ly “lusting in their heart,” nowhere in 
the Gospels is he quoted as maintaining 
sex to be sinful, nor even to be an inferi- 
or function of human nature. 

Although the seeds of emancipation 
and sexual freedom were present in 
Christ’s teachings, the early Church fa- 
thers overlooked them. There were es- 
sentially two reasons for this. On the one 
hand, as Dr. Daly indicates, Saint Paul 
and others were “greatly preoccupied 
with order in society and in Christian 
assemblies in particular.” 

In modern terms, they were con- 
cerned with public relations. They 
didn’t want to become a laughingstock, 
nor be accused of immorality by a 
suspicious citizenry, and they felt the 
best way to achieve this was to keep 
women firmly in their traditional sub- 
servient role. 

Moreover, the new theology had to 
defend one of its most difficult con- 
cepts—the Virgin Birth of Christ to 
Mary. The Virgin Mary stood for 

(continued on page 119) 
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Long ago there was an island called 
Lesbos, known far and wide for its beau- 
tiful women, followers of the poetess 
Sappho. Who but a woman would know the 
hidden secrets of a woman’s body? Sappho 
wondered. Her followers spent their days 
lazing in the blissful beauty of lesbian 


love. They’d spend long hours probing the 
recesses of each others’ minds as well as 
the warm, damp crevices of their bodies. 
Knowing the power of womanhood was 
supreme, they bowed before it. Lesbos 
was a paradise where intellectual pursuits 


were mingled with sensual pleasures. 


WALT 


PLANKINTON 


Head Honcho of Americas 
Most Famous Whorehouse 


It was a clear case of arson, FBI agents agreed, as 
they surveyed the heap of charred rubble that was 
all that remained of the Chicken Ranch. Someone 
had finally burned Walt Plankinton’s whore- 
house to the ground. 

According to a maid, two masked men forced 
their way into the brothel at about 4:30 a.m., 
doused the sofa with kerosene and fled as the 
entire place—five double-wide mobile homes— 
burst into flames, sending 12 screaming, half- 
naked prostitutes and two maids scrambling out 
of doors and windows. By the time firefighters 
reached the scene—a full hour after the blaze 
was reported—the bordello was destroyed, and 
when the police arrived five hours later, the irate 
owner was ranting and raving about the 
“Tonopah Mafia” to two somewhat bewildered 
FBI agents. 

The June 10, 1978, torching of the Chicken 
Ranch came as little surprise to some residents of 
the desert community of Pahrump, Nevada, some 
60 miles west of Las Vegas. It was a wonder to 
many that the whorehouse had survived long 
enough to become the target of a hired arsonist. 

Brothels are legal in Nye County, and yet, ever 
since his 1976 arrival there, Walt Plankinton 
has been at odds with county officials—par- 
ticularly with District Attorney Peter Knight, 
who refers to the brothel-owner as “a pimp who 
doesn’t want to follow the rules.” 

Plankinton opened the Chicken Ranch at 4 
p.m. on October 12, 1976. Among the early visi- 
tors was Sheriff Jay Howard, who promptly 
closed the place down for violation of a Pahrump 
ordinance forbidding brothels within the town 
limits. A summons, issued by District Attorney 
Knight, was soon translated into a $500 fine 
and 60 days in jail. 

Plankinton never did the 60 days. He ap- 
pealed on the grounds that the town of Pahrump 
did not actually exist—the town charter, he 
argued, had not been properly drawn. When that 


tactic failed, he looked toward heaven and 
pleaded a failing heart. That worked; he was 
excused from his jail sentence. (The $500 fine is 
still under appeal.) 

In March 1977 Plankinton reopened the 
Chicken Ranch six miles outside the town limits 
of Pahrump, at the end of a lonely dirt road. 
There he and his “chickens” enjoyed a flourish- 
ing business. He launched a $60,000 ad cam- 
paign to draw Vegas tourists, offering free limou- 
sine service and preferred rates on car rentals. 

The people of Pahrump were divided in their 
reactions to their new neighbor. Some were infuri- 
ated by the outspoken operator. Others patronized 
him. The remainder just sat back on their porches 
and laughed at what they felt was a rather funny 
joke. 

Peter Knight’s sense of humor, however, was 
not tickled. Gathering together what complaints 
he could from local residents, he set out— behind 
an outdated nuisance ordinance—to close 
Plankinton down. When that failed, he charged 
the brothel-owner with advertising in a county 
where prostitution was illegal—Plankinton’s 
Vegas advertising campaign had caught up with 
him. But that charge was blocked by Plankin- 
ton’s appeals too, and the whorehouse remained 
open. 

And so it went for more than a year, with 
Peter Knight launching broadsides at the parry- 
ing, fast-talking Plankinton. Then came the 
burning of the Chicken Ranch—and with that a 
whole new can of worms was opened. 

Four days after the firebombing Plankinton 
was back in business with two new mobile homes 
and two more on the way. Now he pointed the 
accusing finger at Peter Knight and the county 
commissioners in Tonopah (the county seat). He 
called them the “Tonopah Mafia” and accused 
them of trying to drive him out because he, unlike 
other brothel-owners in the area, refused to 
knuckle under. He accused Knight of soliciting a 


bribe, but Knight publicly denied the charge. 
Still, Plankinton had created enough noise to 
bring in federal investigators. 

The June 1978 federal investigation of Nye 
County government officials was short-lived due 
to a lack of evidence, ending with U.S. Attorney 
B. Mahlon Brown III’s recommendation that the 
state should begin its own investigation. In 
Nevada, however, the state cannot initiate an 
investigation of a county unless the county itself 
is conducting an investigation. Needless to say, 
Nye officials had no intention of investigating 
themselves. The matter was dropped, and things 
went on as usual—until February 1979, when 
the State Fire Marshall announced the arrest 
of a suspect believed to be the Chicken Ranch 
arsonist. 

Elbert Lee Easley, an accused arsonist and 
assassin, was arrested in California for the dou- 
ble icepick murder of a Modesto couple. A search 
of Easley’s California residence also turned up 
evidence indicating that he may have been hired 
by Bill Martin, owner of the Shamrock brothel 
in Nye County, to burn down the Chicken Ranch. 
A telegram from Martin to Easley, a $50 money 
order and the testimony of Easley’s girlfriend 
form an interesting story. Also involved in the 
Chicken Ranch inferno, according to Easley, was 
former Nye County Sheriff's Lieutenant Glen 
Henderson. 

By July 1979 federal investigators were back 
in Nye County, more intent than ever on uncover- 
ing local-government corruption, with Assistant 
U.S. Attorney Larry Leavitt assuring all con- 
cerned that the government’s probe would be “‘ac- 
tively pursued.” 

Despite the intense heat, District Attorney 
Knight and his band of county commissioners are 
still intent on ridding themselves of Walt Plank- 
inton. If necessary, they’re prepared to ban all 
brothels in Nye County—at least until they can 
set up a licensing system that will allow them to 
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A Talk With the Ladies 


Here is a conversation with Maryjane and 
Sally, two of the girls at the Chicken Ranch: 
HUSTLER: Maryjane, how long have 
you been a working girl? 

MARYJANE: It’s been a long time, but I 
only work three or four months out of the 
year. Before doing this I was a sweet, lit- 
tle, innocent schoolgirl. 

HUSTLER: Sally, what made you decide 
to come to the Chicken Ranch? 
SALLY: I don’t like to work anything 
that has the slightest bit of risk involved. 
When I was younger, I was foolish and I 
didn’t mind. But now that I’m older, the 
less risk involved, the better I like it. 
HUSTLER: Do you ever enjoy a trick? 
SALLY: Never. You have to understand 
the situation. I’m in there because he 
pays me to show hima good time. That’s 
all that’s on my mind—making sure he 
gets off. 

HUSTLER: Maryjane, do you find it dif- 
ficult separating yourself from the emo- 
tional experience of your work? 
MARYJANE: I concentrate on the 
money—how much I’ve made. That’s all 
I think about before going to sleep. I’m 
not up here to fuck around. 


HUSTLER: | understand you girls never 


kiss your customers. 

MARYJANE: It’s a house rule. We’re 
not allowed to kiss. You tell them things 
like, “Hey, baby, I just gave you head. 
Do you really want to kiss me now?” 
HUSTLER: Maryjane, how would you 
feel if a man brought his 16-year-old son 
in for you to initiate? 

MARYJANE: I'd feel like your Chester 
the Molester. A man’s first sexual expe- 
rience shouldn’t be bought pussy. I’ve 
had kids whose fathers made them come 
up here, and they were scared to death. 
They didn’t want to do it, but their fa- 
thers made them. What kind of experi- 
ence is that for a child? His first sexual 
experience should not be forced on 
him—and with a prostitute at that. It 
should be when he wants to do it. 
HUSTLER: Sally, Walt Plankinton says 
that he feels like a father to you girls. 
How do you feel about that? 

SALLY: I definitely do not consider him 
a father. I have a father; I have a mother; 
I have a family. Everybody has people. 
And your people are going to love you till 


the end. And who’s Walt? Walt’s gonna 
like me as long as I’m working for him. 


MARYJANE: I feel like Walter’s a game 
warden, If he catches you chewing gum, 


it’s a $20 fine. If you miss lineup, it’s a 


$50 fine. He’s always got the hots for 
‘most of the girls who work here, and I 


don’t feel it’s very fatherly to come 


around and pinch you on the butt. 
HUSTLER: He says that he’s concerned 
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for your rights as individuals. That’s why 
he wants to make prostitution legally 
licensed here. 

MARYYJANE: I think he wants to make it 
legally licensed so they can’t ever close 
us. He gets half of what we make here; 
that’s why he may be nice to us some- 
times—so we'll stay in the mood to work. 
We’re doing all the work, and he just sits 
back; that’s no father to me. 

HUSTLER: Sally, if you could change 
things here, what would you like to see 
different? 

SALLY: First of all, I don’t really like 
working for a man, because I don’t think 
he understands what it’s like to turn a 
trick. He can never understand. He’s on 
the trick’s side. I prefer working for a 
woman. And I would rather get paid ev- 
ery night, at 60-40. I’m not used to 50-50 
and having my money held for me as it is 
here. And I’d like to work ten, 12 hours 
and be able to go home every night rather 
than having to stay here for three weeks 
at a time. 

HUSTLER: Have you serviced Walt? 
MARYJANE: No, but he offered me 
money. What does that make him? A 
trick, right? There are girls here who 
have worked other places and took Walt 
as a trick, and that’s how they met him. 
After he’s finished with them, he says, 
‘“Here’s my card. If you ever need a job, I 
own the Chicken Ranch.” That’s what 
Walt is to me—a pimp anda trick. 
HUSTLER: Many men fantasize about 
whorehouses. They imagine girls who are 
delighted with the prospect of being able 
to serve a man and being as sexy as possi- 
ble. Do you try to live up to this fantasy? 
MARYYJANE: If we were to come on to a 
man the minute he came in, he’d take one 
look around and then go out to his car 
and jack off. 

SALLY: My body is my office, and I can 
dress the way I want to at all times. I am 
a lady even though I turn tricks. Okay, 
you tell me what you want to do, and 
then I’ll tell you what we’re going to do. 
You’ll have a good time, but this is my 
body, and I’m not going to do anything 
offensive to me. If I don’t like to talk foul 
to a man, I'll tell him I can’t do that. It’s 
not in my character. I’m not the biggest 
whore in town, and I’m not going to act 
like it. I’m going to act like a lady when I 
take a man back to my room. Just be- 
cause he’s giving me money doesn’t mean 
I’m going to come off the wall and start 
calling him names. When I go home, half 
the people who know me don’t even 
know I’m a working girl. Because I don’t 
look like one; I don’t act like one; I just 
do it for a living. It’s my job. Actually, 
I’m a girl-next-door. 


pick and choose their whorehouse-owners. 

As part of our continuing effort to seek out and 
present the best-possible interviews, HUSTLER 
decided to go to the Chicken Ranch and have a 
talk with Plankinton, to hear his side of the sto- 
ry, to find out just how a legal brothel operates — 
and how its operator operates. 


HUSTLER: Walt, why don’t you start off by 
telling us about yourself and what led you to 
become the owner/operator of a brothel? 
PLANKINTON: I was born in a little town 
in Kansas—in the Bible Belt—in 1928. My 
mother thought that going to a dance or toa 
movie was a sin. I led a pretty straight life 
while I was a youngster, and I think this is 
probably still prevalent in my attitude and 
my mind. We moved to Colorado during the 
Depression. There I married my local 
sweetheart, and my oldest son was born 
when I was 17. I farmed for a year and only 
earned $166. I said the hell with this and 
became involved in various businesses. I 
moved to Nevada in ’76, semi-retiring. I had 
run for Governor of Colorado in 1970 and 
lost, so I decided to run for county commis- 
sioner in Nye County to give me something 
to do. 

HUSTLER: Was it directly after losing the 
latter election that you decided to open a 
brothel? 

PLANKINTON: No, it was during the elec- 
tion. I had occasion to be in the county 
courthouse, introducing myself around, and 
Mr. Knight, the DA, indicated that he was 
glad to see me—that I was just the guy that 
he wanted to talk to. He had heard by the 
grapevine that I wanted to open a brothel in 
Nye County, and he indicated that I needed 
to get the permission of the people who 
counted. He shocked me with the franchise 
fee that he named—$75,000, and 5% off the 
top. Today, knowing what the spot has pro- 
duced for me, his proposition wasn’t too far 
out of line, and I’d probably have been a hell 
of a lot better off if I’d just gone along with 
him. But that isn’t in my makeup. 
HUSTLER: Do you have any witnesses who 
can testify that DA Peter Knight solicited 
this bribe from you? 

PLANKINTON: It happened back in 
August of 1976. He and I were alone in his 
office, and there were no witnesses. It was a 
one-on-one situation. 

HUSTLER: In view of your background, 
why did you choose to operate a brothel? 
You seem to have gone completely against 
the grain of your upbringing. 
PLANKINTON: I don’t know. Maybe some- 
one else is master of my destiny. It seems 
that I was steered in that direction. And it 
seemed the quickest way to draw the wrath 
of the local politicians. I said, “The hell with 
you people. I’m just as good as you are.” 
That’s why I opened a brothel —to establish 
myself as an equal citizen. 

HUSTLER: Ever since you opened the 
Chicken Ranch, you’ve been at odds with 
Nye County officials. Some people say that 
you’re looking for trouble, that you enjoy 
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Cap’‘n, the 
phizzers can no’ 
stand the str-r-rain! 


We worship the 
goddess Steinem 
here. For 50 
centuries we have 
dominated the males 
of this planet. 
Steinem has 
revealed that men 
are inferior 
to women. 
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ne day a small boy whose mother was 
black and whose father was Jewish asked, 
“Mom, am I more of a black or a Jew?” 
His mother thought for a moment and 
told him, “I don’t know, Son. You’ll have to go ask 
your father.” 
So the boy asked his father, “Dad, am I more of a 
black or a Jew?” 
The boy’s father said, “I don’t know, Son. I'll 
have to think about it. Why do you want to know?” 
“You see, this boy down the street has a ten- 
speed bicycle for sale,” the little boy replied, “and 
I don’t know whether to talk the price down or 
steal the motherfucker!” 


An outraged wife stormed up to a streetwalker and 
demanded, “Hey, you cheap slut, did you give my 
husband the clap?” 

“Not a chance, sister,” 
the hooker drawled. “I 
sold it to him!” 


Two guys were sitting ata 
bar, and one said to the 
other, “What nationality 
has the longest peckers in 
the world?” 

“Tt must be the Arabs,” 
the other one answered. 

“Why do you say that?” 
the first guy inquired. 

“Well,” the second guy 
replied, “they’re fuckin’ 
us from halfway around 
the world, aren’t they?” 


The HUSTLER Dictio- 
nary defines alimony as: - 
buying gas for another 
man’s Car. 


Question: When Rosa- 
lynn and Jimmy Carter 
are having sex, why is 
Rosalynn always on top? 
Answer: Because the 
President only knows 
how to fuck up! 


Two Swedes were walk- 
ing down an old country road at 4 a.m. when one 
looked at the other and said, “You dumb son of a 
bitch! Next time you tell them two gals to fuck or 
walk, make sure we’re driving our own car!” 


The lovers were banging away in the backseat of a 
car when a cop walked up. He tapped the boy on 
the shoulder with his nightstick and said, “Hey, 
fella, I just want you to know that I’m next.” 

“Okay, man,” the humpin’ lad said, “but I never 
screwed a cop before!” 


When a woman is between 18 and 21, she’s like the 
Virgin Islands—fresh and unexplored. From 21 to 
40 she’s like the Orient—a great place to visit to have 
a sexy time. From 40 to 60 she’s like Australia—you 
know it’s down there, but you just don’t give a shit. 
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and if you think 
that’s funny... 


A man approached a streetwalker and offered her 
$100 for her shoes. She accepted the hundred and 
was astonished to see him remove her shoes and eat 
the toes out of them. He then went to the girl stand- 
ing next to her and repeated the performance. 

Approaching a third hooker, he again repeated 
the offer of $100 for her shoes. 

“Are you crazy?” she asked. 

“No, I don’t think so,” the man responded. “I 
just like the toes of women’s shoes.” 

“You are nuts,” the hooker said. “The heels are 
the best part.” 


The HUSTLER Dictionary defines vibrator as: a 
slot machine. 


Roger was making passionate love to his girlfriend 
one night. “Oh, my love,” 
he whispered, “I will kiss 
your clever nose.” Smack! 

“T will kiss your soft, 
ruby lips.” Smack! 

“TI will kiss your long, 
graceful neck.” Smack! 

“T will kiss your boun- 
tiful breasts.” Smack! 

“T will kiss your cute, 
little belly button.”’ 
Smack! 

“T will kiss your fuzzy 
pussy.” 

As Roger was about to 
kiss his girl’s honeypot, 
she let out a fart, where- 
upon Roger replied, 
“Quiet, my jealous one— 
you're next!” 


Coming home from an 
all-night poker game, a 
man was met at the door 
by his mad and nagging 
wife. “Where have you 
been till this hour?” she 
inquired. 

“Tt’s a long story,” her 
husband said, “but you’d 
better pack your bags 
quick, because I lost you 
in a card game.” 

“How could you do such a horrendous thing?” 
she bellowed. 

“It wasn’t easy. I had to fold with four aces!” 


Question: A hippie, a Polack and a Mexican were 
thrown from the top of a ten-story building. Which 
one hit the ground first? 

Answer: The hippie. The Polack got lost on the way 
down, and the Mexican stopped to write some 
graffiti on the walls. 


HUSTLER Humor jokes are sent to us by our readers. If you’ve 
heard a gut-buster lately, how about sending it our way? Sub- 
mit your joke on a file card, mailed in a sealed envelope, to: 
HUSTLER Humor, 2029 Century Park East, Suite 3800, Los 
Angeles, California 90067. If your joke is selected, we will 
send you $50. Sorry, but we can’t return submissions. qs 


“Yes, | can think of better ways to spend Valentine’s Day than measuring your boogers!” 
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He at Ted Butterfield. B 
into the man’s gut, : 
into his face. He flashed his 

The trucker started to co 
stiff-armed him aside, 
his partner passed through the ¢ 
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their shields, at the patrolmen keeping the 
crowd out. 

“Butterfield, Coppola! Over here!” The 
voice was Lieutenant Grauer’s. He stood at 
the entrance to the auditorium. The lobby 
was packed with cops and a few photog- 
raphers and reporters. The detectives 
shouldered their way through to Grauer. 

“He’s just inside the door,” Grauer said, 
sweat dripping from his face. “Gut-shot. 
He’s about gone, and Doc seems to think it’s 
a lost cause. Probably tore everything inside 
to shit.” 

“Tt’s Artie, right? That’s what we heard at 
the station house.” Butterfield’s voice was 
tight. 

“Yeah, it’s Artie. And it’s that shit Weller 
who did it. Three witnesses identified him 
from the TV coverage.” 

Butterfield winced. Roy Weller had been 
Number One on the wanted list in Chicago 
for ten days, ever since he killed a patrolman 
during a bungled store robbery on the North 
Side. Detective Artie Ryan had taken it per- 
sonally that a cop was dead because of 
Weller. He had been a one-man posse in 
tracking Weller down. Five years ago he had 
put Weller in Stateville Penitentiary for a 
nickel-and-dime stickup; now it looked like 
he himself was Victim Number Two. 

Coppola stepped into the auditorium first, 
Butterfield right behind him. A short while 
earlier a movie had been entertaining 18 or 
20 neighborhood people. Now Artie Ryan 
lay in the middle of the aisle, an oxygen 
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mask over his face, and tubes running into 
his arms. Three paramedics surrounded him. 
His eyes were open—seeing nothing. Butter- 
field stared at the popcorn-littered floor 
around his friend’s form and marveled, as he 
had numerous times before, at how much 
blood the human body holds. Ryan’s fore- 
head was gray, like a soiled sheet. He was 
very dead. 

Grauer again appeared from behind them. 
“Artie had his wife with him. They were 
going to see the movie. He spotted the bas- 
tard sleeping in the back row. He sent Millie 
outside and told her to call the desk. Then 
he nudged Weller awake and ordered him to 
the lobby.” 

The lieutenant looked down at the corpse. 
“For cryin’ out loud, cover him up! Get him 
in the wagon and downtown! What the hell 
are you waiting for?!’ The medics hastily 
began to move Ryan’s body to the stretcher. 

Grauer went on: “Before he died, Artie 
told me Weller made a phony stumble as he 
got to the aisle. That did it. The prick came 
up with the gun and leveled Art. People in 
the lobby recognized him as he ran out. 
Those mugshots on TV do their job. But 
Weller was gone by the time we got here, 
and who knows where to around this 
neighborhood?” 

“Shit,” Coppola hissed. “He could be 
down the Skyway and into Gary by now.” 

Butterfield shook his head. “Not unless 
the son of a bitch hijacked a cab or a CTA 
express. He doesn’t drive. He’s in the area— 


at least for now. Till the streets are quiet.” 

Grauer pressed close to Butterfield. His 
eyes were aflame. “Two brother officers are 
gone because of this puke. Butterfield, you 
can have whatever you need, whoever you 
need. Find him. And when you do, don’t let 
a judge have the last word. Render his ass!” 

It was after 1 o’clock in the morning at the 
station house. Intelligence dicks had been 
working hard the last three hours. At any 
second Butterfield expected the phone or 
radio to bring word that the Patrol Division 
had spotted Weller. But no call came. He de- 
cided to drive the dimly lit, muggy summer 
streets, looking for his snitches. He found 
three of them by 4 a.m., but all were dry 
holes. 

Finally, Butterfield stopped at a phone 
booth on Sheffield Avenue. “I'll be back in 
at noon,” he said, sweat dripping down his 
back. “Tell Grauer and Coppola to call me if 
anything breaks.” 

“Wilcox is trying to get ahold of you,” the 
desk sergeant said. ““He knows it’s your case 
and he wants a statement.” 

“Tell the Tribune to shove it up its corpo- 
rate ass!” Butterfield slammed down the 
phone and went home. 

Candy Atkins was watching a replay of 
the | a.m. news when Butterfield entered the 
air-conditioned apartment. 

She stood in the middle of the rug, her 
housecoat open as he came through the 
door. She was naked underneath it and 
made no move to cover herself. 

“I could have the Vice Squad and the 
whole damn Cub ballclub with me, and you 
wouldn’t flinch!” 

Candy shooshed him with a finger to her 
lips and motioned him to the TV set. 
“You’re on the news—with Coppola and 
Grauer. Hurry!” 

He walked to her side and slid an arm 
around her. On the screen the lieutenant 
moved his lips with seeming urgency. A nar- 
rator explained the silent film to the viewers. 
Coppola was scratching his thin hair, dark- 
rimmed glasses sliding down his nose, and 
Butterfield looked glum. The scene switched 
to the theater’s interior and the paramedics 
crouching over Art Ryan. “God, that’s so 
awful. Millie must be in hell,” Candy said. 

“Shit!” Butterfield pushed past her to the 
TV and snapped it off. Candy took his hand 
and pulled him toward the bathroom. She 
gave him a bath in the apartment’s oversized 
tub, fondling his cock, sticking her tongue in 
his ear. 

“You mean all I need is some TV 
exposure to rate this?” 

She smiled, hugged him and chuckled. 
“You just expose yourself at home, asshole. 
I’ll take care of the rest.” 

Soon the conversation turned from sex to 
his work. Butterfield’s job frightened Candy. 
Not as much now when he worked Homi- 
cide. Not like Crimes and Investigation or 

(continued on page 88) 
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Lea sheds the veneer of civilization for the 
honesty of wild animal passions. The beast in 


her (which most of us try to repress) is un- 
leashed. She sees in wild creatures her own 
primitive lusts and desires, and she satisfies 
them with the uninhibited speed of a beast 
in heat. Man needs civilizing restraints, but 
Lea realizes that no one can be ¢ Emplete if 


eee rem eee ee tore oer ee ee ee eee eee +e eee ee ee 


WALT PLANKINTON 
(continued from page 46) 


butting heads with authority. 
PLANKINTON: I’ve never been known to 
butt heads with authorities except when I 
felt that the authorities were chipping away 
at my own piece of freedom. The county 
government here had allowed other people 
to operate brothels, and I felt that I should 
be able to do the same thing. So I had to take 
on this county government. 

HUSTLER: Can you tell us something about 
the kinds of legal opposition you’ve encoun- 
tered, and how you've fought back? 
PLANKINTON: Every fight that I’ve had 
with the Nye County government has been 
on a legal basis, because I’m a man of law. 
For instance, they arrested me for opening 
the Chicken Ranch within the town limits of 
Pahrump and sentenced me to a $500 fine 
and 60 days in jail. Next they attempted to 
abate me as a nuisance and to order me 
closed. I won that decision. The Nevada 
Supreme Court ruled that a brothel is not a 
nuisance. My fight has been a constant has- 
sle. Now they’re trying to ban brothels alto- 
gether and set up a special licensing system 
to allow some to reopen. I, of course, am des- 
tined to be left out. They really don’t want 
to ban brothels in Nye County—they only 
want to get rid of Walt Plankinton. 
HUSTLER: Back in March 1977 you told a 
reporter, “I disagree with some county 
officials on occasion, which is my right, but I 
believe Nye County is blessed with dedi- 


cated, honest officials who are incorrupt- 
ible.” More recently you have been quoted as 
saying that Nye is “a dictatorship controlled 
by a political machine in a county where 
intolerance and prejudice are all over the 
place.” It seems you have been playing both 
sides of the fence. 

PLANKINTON: I think there was a certain 
amount of appeasement in that earlier state- 
ment. I had not yet been harassed, burned 
out or had attempts made on my life. Elbert 
Easley, for instance, has confessed that he 
had a contract to kill me. I think I had every 
right to change my mind. 

HUSTLER: Have there been any other 
threats on your life? 

PLANKINTON: There have been several. 
The FBI, a little over a year ago, told me that 
there was a contract out on me. Sometime 
later a young man led me out of my apart- 
ment in Las Vegas into the parking lot one 
morning with a gun on me. The parking lot 
was full of people, so I told him, “Look, you 
can shoot me here, but you ain’t going to 
take me out in the desert.’ He walked away. 
Just two nights ago I was on my way to the 
grand jury in Tonopah, and a young lady 
was in my Vegas apartment watching televi- 
sion. Somebody knocked on the door, and 
she opened it. They pushed their way in and 
broke many things—including the young 
lady. They bruised her up pretty bad. So on 
numerous occasions I’ve slept in my apart- 
ment with the Las Vegas Metro police in the 
living room all night. They watch TV and 
drink coffee while I try to get some sleep. 


TUNES TO BO LMi SHORT FEOPLE 
#1. USE THEM AS PROSTHETIC DEVICES 
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HUSTLER: To the best of your knowledge, 
is there any organized-crime involvement 
here in Nye County? 

PLANKINTON: I don’t know about the 
other brothels and what they’ve come up 
against, because I’m a lone wolf here. But no 
organized-crime figure has ever approached 
me and tried to get involved in this brothel. 
My problems have been strictly with the 
county government. 

HUSTLER: In April 1978 you started work 
on establishing the Nevada Brothel Associa- 
tion in an effort to unite the 40 brothels 
operating in the state, with you heading the 
organization. However, the other brothel- 
owners you named as potential officers 
denied having anything to do with it. What 
happened? Why would such an organization 
be beneficial—and what would keep it 
above corruption? 

PLANKINTON: There was an operator or 
two who denied talking to me, but many 
operators were extremely interested. The 
thought was this: In Nevada the brothels are 
a multimillion-dollar-a-year business. Any- 
thing that big should be capable of lobbying 
before the legislature. It should be in a posi- 
tion to police itself so that we would not be 
looked down on. If we brought the standards 
up, we felt, government officials would be 
more lenient with us. We would have some 
political clout. And, of course, there was no 
indication that I would forever be the presi- 
dent of this association. I was only the 
organizer. I myself am not going to condone 
any illegality. That’s one purpose of the 
damn brothel association—to make this a 
recognized industry in Nevada, to clean it 
up. Because if it isn’t, I guarantee you it will 
perish. 

HUSTLER: Do you mean the Nevada legis- 
lature will one day decide that the brothels 
operating in the state aren’t worth all the 
trouble they’re causing and will just ban 
them altogether? 

PLANKINTON: Certainly, and in my opin- 
ion you’re seeing legal prostitution in its 
death throes. I don’t think that it will sur- 
vive more than one or two more meetings of 
the legislature without a total ban. I think 
they’re terribly misguided. I know about le- 
gal prostitution as opposed to illegal 
prostitution. 

In Las Vegas they have 10,000 whores, 
and they are unable to regulate them. It’s a 
$100-million-a-year business in Las Vegas, 
and they don’t collect any business tax, no 
Social Security, no unemployment or with- 
holding tax. Half of those broads are on 
unemployment or welfare. They contribute 
nothing to government, and yet they 
demand the same goods and services as ev- 
ery taxpayer. If a prostitute’s house catches 
fire, the damn fire department doesn’t say, 
“Hey, lady, are you a whore?” They still run 
out there and put out the fire. 

I think that we’re being very impractical. 
We're not going to eliminate prostitution. 
There are more prostitutes in America than 
ever—1,300,000 is an estimate—and yet 


(continued on page 102) 


BODYGUARDS 


he man sitting behind the desk 
looks straight into my eyes. His 
brow furrows for a moment, and 
then he speaks. “Let me tell you 
the reality of this business. A few 
years ago I had a hit put out on me. I’ve 
had threats before; they usually don’t 
bother me, but this time the opposition 
was, ah, heavy-duty. So I called some 
friends of mine and asked, “What can I 
do?’ And they said, ‘Nothing.’ 

“If somebody wants to kill you bad 
enough, they can kill you. Period. Any- 
body tells you anything different is full 
of shit.” 

Seeing the troubled look spreading 
across my face, the man continues. 
‘Look, I’ve been doing this for 20 years, 
and I’ve never lost a client yet... and I 
haven’t the slightest intention of start- 
ing now. But you did ask me for the 
straight dope.” 

The man glances at his watch. He 
opens the desk drawer, removes a .38- 
caliber Police Special and puts it into a 
shoulder holster. “If you’ll excuse me,” 
he says, “I’ve got a plane to catch.” 

In two hours the man will be en route 
to South America, traveling with a 
client—a diamond salesman carrying a 
large quantity of jewels—who’s paying 
him $600 a day plus expenses for his 
companionship. The man is a profes- 
sional bodyguard. 

Of course, not all bodyguards earn 
that much money, but today the body- 
guard business is in full swing. In- 
creased incidences of assault, kid- 
napping, homicide, rape, assassination 
and husband-and-wife battering, cou- 
pled with a general growth of nation- 
wide paranoia, find more and more peo- 
ple seeking protection. And since the 
police won’t enter the picture until a 
crime has already been committed, often 
only one alternative is left to those fear- 
ful for their safety—hiring a personal 
bodyguard. 

Who are these people who make a liv- 
ing insuring the safety of others? “Most 
of them are ex-somebodies,” says one 
slightly disenchanted member of the 
profession. “Ex-cops, ex-weightlifters, 
ex-fighters, ex-Marine sergeants... . 
Sometimes it’s just an old buddy who 


used to be the captain of the high-school 
football team—you know, one of those 
guys with no neck.” 

In an attempt to legitimize the busi- 
ness, some states have strengthened leg- 
islation to insure that bodyguards are 
professionals, not just gun-happy 
whackos. 

The place to look for bodyguards is 
California, with its abundance of 
celebrities and wealthy persons seeking 
protection. California has some of the 
most stringent requirements for would- 
be bodyguards. All aspiring candidates 
there must secure a Private Patrol 
Operator’s License from the Depart- 
ment of Collections and Investigative 
Services (a branch of the Department of 
Consumer Affairs). The requirements 
include either 2,000 hours or one year’s 
experience in law enforcement, military 
security or a related field. Then a writ- 
ten exam must be passed and a $2,000 
surety bond posted (besides the nominal 
license fee). 

A separate license is required to work 
as a private investigator. In addition, the 
applicant must pass an eight-hour fire- 
arms test, qualifying separately for each 
weapon he uses. Another test is required 
to carry Mace, and another to carry a 
baton or billy club. Concealed-weapon 
permits are practically impossible to 
obtain. 

In other states, however, require- 
ments are less rigorous, and some states 
have none at all. A survey conducted b 
the Rand Corporation (a research firm 
showed that no licenses for guards or 
private investigators are required in Ari- 
zona, Idaho, Missouri, Montana, New 
Hampshire, Oklahoma, Oregon, Rhode 
Island, South Dakota, Utah, Washing- 
ton or Wyoming. 

But even in California the require- 
ments don’t present much of a problem. 
As long as a person isn’t operating a 
business, he needn’t secure a Private 
Patrol Operator’s License. And though 
security guards (those who protect prop- 
erty as opposed to people) are bound by 
the state to register themselves, the De- 
partment of Consumer Affairs doesn’t 
seem sure into which specific category a 
bodyguard falls. “The result,” notes one 


spokesman in Sacramento, “is that if 
Anita Bryant wants to declare she’s a 
bodyguard—she’s a bodyguard.” 

Richard Berg doesn’t look much like 
a bodyguard. His boyish face and. his 
preference for jeans, tennis shoes and 
nylon windbreakers make him appear a 
more likely candidate for a physical- 
education instructor. The only signs of 
his profession one sees on a visit to his 
office are two rifles and a leather- 
covered baton in the corner. 

In addition to being a bodyguard, 
Berg is a licensed private detective who 
operates his own agency in Los Angeles. 
Perhaps it’s because of this training that 
he holds some of his peers in disdain. 
“Most bodyguards are assholes,” Berg 
snorts. “They don’t know anything 
about security except ‘If this mother- 
fucker comes up, I’m gonna punch him 
in the mouth.’ It’s my philosophy that if 
you get involved in a shootout or an 
altercation, you’ve already blown the 
case. A good guard is someone who 
plans and organizes things so that a con- 
frontation never happens.” 

Berg’s first step in achieving that end 
is letting the client know who’s boss. 
“Clients don’t like to be inconve- 
nienced,” he says. “They ask, ‘Why 
should I have to walk up the back stairs 
when I always go up the front stairs?’ 
That kind of shit. So right away I start 
referring to them as ‘The Target.’ Once 
they begin to think of themselves in 
those terms, they’ll usually go along 
with me.” 

Next, Berg finds out all about the 
client’s lifestyle—his personal habits. 
Then he sets about breaking every one 
of them. “So if you go to see your 
mother-in-law every Friday, next week 
you’re gonna go on Thursday, and the 
week after that on Tuesday. After that I 
do a complete security survey of your 
home, your office and your car. Some- 
times I have a client change cars, be- 
cause if you’re really in trouble, that red 
Ferrari’s gotta go. 

“After I find out the client’s schedule, 
I decide if we'll take cars, planes, buses 
or trains—and I don’t give them any of 
that information. I just tell them that 
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I'll get them from point A to point B safely. 
The first few days they bitch and moan, but 
after they see that I get them where they 
want to go on time and safely, they don’t 
hassle me.” 

Berg’s client roster consists of everyone 
from celebrities to the guy who’s afraid of 
getting beat up by his next-door neighbor. 
“But in a lot of those cases,” he says, “the 
people really don’t need me. You know, 
someone gets a lot of money, so they go out 
and buy Cadillacs, big houses and con- 
dos...and along with all that comes a 
bodyguard.” 

Berg tries not to accept what he calls 
“bullshit cases,” preferring instead clients 
referred by attorneys or by others in the 
business, “Even though we all badmouth 
each other, it’s really a pretty tight-knit little 
group.” 

For his services Berg charges from $25 to 
$50 an hour—“depending on how serious 
the case is” — plus expenses. He has a pool of 
some 50 other operatives he uses, most of 
them off-duty policemen. 

A former police officer himself, Berg feels 
that maintaining a good relationship with 
the law is both prudent and necessary. “You 
have to be pals with them,” he concedes. 
“Look, we’re not supposed to carry con- 
cealed weapons, but if you’re a nice guy, the 
cops won’t bother you.” 

Although he’s never killed anyone in the 
line of duty, Berg says that he’s put a couple 
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of people in the hospital, and insists that 
weapons are a necessity. “See this face?” he 
says. “No scars, right? I don’t want to get 
into a fight, and the best way of preventing 
that is with those.” He nods toward the .375 
Browning and the M14 leaning against the 
wall. “I always carry a gun, either in a 
shoulder holster or an ankle holster. When 
I’m in shorts and a T-shirt, my wife’s got a 
gun in her purse. I’ve got a shotgun in the 
car as well as my baton, and I usually keep a 
can of Mace on me. I load myself up. I’ve 
got enough enemies that it behooves me to 
do so.” 

One of Berg’s favorite weapons is the 
Taser—an electronic stun-gun that re- 
sembles a big gray flashlight. The Taser fires 
two small darts attached to wires in the gun. 
When the darts strike a human target, the 
Taser-holder pushes a little button, sending 
50,000 volts of electricity into the victim’s 
body. “It’s really neat,” Berg chuckles. 
“Only problem is that your range is just 15 
feet, plus it costs ten bucks every time you 
use the damn thing. 

“Still, I'd prefer to Taser someone than 
shoot them. Shooting them is bad for the in- 
surance rates. But killing is part and parcel 
of this business. And I don’t kid myself— 
that means me too. I consider it an occupa- 
tional hazard.” 

Despite the “occupational hazards,” Berg 
loves his work, and he makes a very good liv- 
ing at it. “But for anyone wanting to get into 


this,” he cautions, “he’d better know that a 
lot of bodyguard work is bullshit work. You 
follow some guy around for three weeks and 
nothing happens, and at the end he says, 
‘Thank you very much,’ and you get your 
check and that’s it. Every once in a while a 
really interesting case comes along, but for 
the most part it’s boring as hell.” 

“What I really am is a con man,” says Bill 
Colligan, an investigator in the Los Angeles 
area for more than two decades. “I don’t 
mean that in a derogatory fashion, however. 
I sell confidence, and that’s a rare com- 
modity these days.” 

Like Richard Berg, Colligan is a licensed 
private detective, but much of his work of 
late has come from requests for bodyguard 
services. Colligan employs four full-time and 
approximately 25 part-time bodyguards, 
“all of whom we’re keeping quite busy. 
There’s a lot of fear out there today —some 
of it real, some not—but people today are 
scared.” 

Colligan makes a definite distinction be- 
tween the personal and the professional 
bodyguard. “The personal guard is usually 
an old friend, a crony, a hanger-on who may 
serve any number of functions besides pro- 
tecting you. A bodyguard is a multifaceted 
individual. He’s a priest, a doctor, a shrink, 
a father-confessor, a friend. He must be firm, 
parental, loyal and—above all—human.” 

Unlike Berg, Colligan doesn’t like guns; 
he avoids using them whenever possible. 
Colligan feels that most one-on-one situa- 
tions can be handled by gaining a psycho- 
logical advantage over your adversary. “The 
best way to do that is to humiliate them. You 
do what Humphrey Bogart did with 
women—you slap their face. There’s 
nothing worse you can do to a man. And it 
works. I’ve never yet had anybody take a 
swing at me.” 

Part of the reason Colligan hasn’t been hit 
back is his stature. He stands 6-4 and weighs 
approximately 300 pounds. “‘Size is a deter- 
rent,” he admits. 

What about the situations that aren’t one- 
on-one—the ones in which sheer muscle 
power isn’t enough? “Then you must have a 
gun, of course. But you’d damn well better 
be prepared to use it—for keeps. Never take 
that gun out unless you’re prepared to kill 
somebody. Forget that TV shit. You fire a 
‘warning shot’ in the pit of the stomach. 
There’s no ‘Halt!’—no shooting in the air. 
Guns are for killing, nothing else.” 

In Colligan’s opinion, television is re- 
sponsible for many of our misconceptions, 
creating problems in maintaining adequate 
security in the U.S. “In this country kidnap- 
ping is treated as something you never get 
away with. You know, Efrem Zimbalist, Jr., 
is called in right away, the family cooper- 
ates, and they get the kid back. But what 
about the people who do exactly what the 
kidnapper says—pay the dough and shut 

(continued on page 110) 
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This delicious spread may not appear on 
most restaurant menus, but connoisseurs 
of hot cuisine Can always find thelr tas 
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out their meal, "and for dessert'isn’t it 


nee aa ie 


amazing what a generous portion "of 
brown sugar can do for the taste buds? 


Photography by James Baes 


THE HUNT 
(continued from page 68) 


SWAT had frightened her. But Butterfield’s 
ability to find danger and court it into a full- 
scale love affair seemed itself sexual to her, 
and she was sick, eVen jealous, of it. 

“Rick Angevine called again tonight. He 
drives me nuts. But he’s hollering for you to 
come work for him. Run his whole damn 
security agency. And, lover, it’s good bread. 
Forty grand a year to start. And it’s safe.” 

“T’ve got six more years to retirement, 
pumpkin,” Butterfield told her. “This is no 
time to quit. And Rick’s an asshole. He sets 
up some of his clients for burgles. Like the 
jewelers and—” 

She flushed angrily. “... and furriers. So 
what? Is it any different than the PD? You 
bastards steal anything that isn’t nailed 
down, and City Hall gives you medals!” 

He smiled at her. “This is Cook County. 
Of course we steal. That’s what pisses me off 
about Homicide. There’s no money in it. If I 
was in Vice, I'd be a rich man by now.” 

“Get the hell off the police force and be 
safe and secure. Please. I love you, and I’d 
like to get married and have a real home.” 

He rose in the tub and stepped out. Grab- 
bing a towel, he dried himself, glancing 
thoughtfully at her. The detective reached 
and slid the housecoat from her shoulders, 
letting it drop to the wet bathroom floor. 
Candy had by far the most outrageous body 
he’d ever seen. 


“Rick’s a sleazy shit. He only calls you. 
Never me, when and where he can reach 
me.” His eyes took in the honey hair framing 
the face in front of him. ‘“‘All Rick wants is to 
fuck your beautiful, vacant brains out. Don’t 
talk to him anymore. And by the way—a 
real home? What do you call this expensive 
pad with sunken tub, microwave oven, wall- 
to-wall shag, custom drapes and view of the 
Loop?” 

He drew her lush nakedness to him, ca- 
ressing her breasts with his fingers a moment 
and then hungrily palming her crotch. 

“Don’t be gross. Be sweet.” She pulled 
back, but smiled. 

He scooped her off the floor into his arms 
and buried his face against her breasts. 
“Hey, this is okay. When I’m done here, I 
might just turn you upside down and eat 
back up in this direction.” 

She squirmed wildly. “Hey, you still need 
a shave.” 

“Fuck it. Take your whisker-burn like a 
good woman should.” He crossed the living 
room with her still in his arms, nibbling ev- 
ery step of the way. “You lucky bitch. You 
are about to be the target of one of the most 
grotesque sexual assaults ever perpetrated in 
this town, and in Chicago that’s sayin’ heavy 
shit.” 

Candy was grinning like a carnival 
Kewpie doll. Butterfield had to hand it to 
her—she was the real American dream girl. 
Built just right and blessed with all the 
native instincts of a first-string degener- 


“| was into that self-awareness trip for a while—up until 
! found out | was a total asshole!” 


88 FEBRUARY HUSTLER 


ate from the court of Emperor Nero. 

He dropped her into a beanbag chair fac- 
ing the lights of the Loop. It was her favorite 
place to make love. In two years together 
they had screwed on the bed only once. He 
fell facedown on her lap, bent on devouring 
her. 

She grunted. “Hey, careful, Whiskers.” 

He lifted his head and leered at her. “I'll 
be all right. I can eat my way out of any- 
thing.” He went down on her again. 

She began to twist and gyrate, trying to 
force his whole head into her. She was 
drenching his face with her juices. He 
started to play more vigorously, moving his 
left hand into the crack of her ass, probing, 
then thrusting first one finger and then a 
second into her asshole. 

She squealed. “Oh, fuck, don’t stop! 
Drive a truck up me!” 

Candy crammed both thighs so tightly 
against Butterfield’s head that for a moment 
he was certain his eardrums would explode 
like overinflated balloons. Man, I'll be as deaf 
as @ post! He couldn’t hear in the vacuum at 
first, but her violent diaphragm spasms told 
him of her orgasm, and then the high- 
pitched wail penetrated his tortured ear- 
drums as pressure from her thighs relaxed. 

He forced himself to his knees, grabbing 
her arms and pulling her upright. Taking 
her by the back of the neck, he pulled her 
toward him and pushed his rigid cock into 
her mouth. A gutteral moan escaped her 
around the mouthful she seemed to swallow. 
Now he was doing the grinning. Gloria 
Steinem be damned—this young lady delights in 
having her mouth fucked. 

When he pulled away from her, Candy 
begged him not to, but he would have none 
of the protest, rolling her back into the chair 
and slicing his cock into her cunt. Her eyes 
stared blindly into his shoulder, and she 
moaned in a running whine with each 
thrust. When he exploded in her, he had to 
admit it was the best high he’d ever had. 

Throughout it all one side of his mind 
clicked through the intelligence reports. 
Where would that freak motherfucker 
Weller go in a pinch? 

“We're getting nowhere with the snitches 
or street creeps, and it’s easy to see why.” 
Grauer’s icy-blue eyes bore into the detec- 
tives seated and standing around the 
oppressively humid squad room. He was a 
slender, short man with an efficient body, 
athletically trim, that belied his 50 years. 

“The reason we’re spending so much time 
pissing up a rope is because you squirrels 
aren’t reading your case files or Artie’s notes 
on this prick.” Grauer catwalked toward 
front-row seats held by Butterfield and Cop- 
pola. “He...is...antisocial. This man 
doesn’t know snitch-types. He doesn’t like 
anybody! He works alone. No accomplices. 
No girlfriends. No drinking buddies.” 

Grauer stood erect in the middle of the 
room and extended his arms toward the ceil- 
ing. ‘““He’s got nobody! Nobody we can tap. 
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He’s the worst kind of asshole to find.” The 
lieutenant had the detectives’ attention on 
him. “But we do know one thing about his 
MO. He works the North Side. He sticks up 
bars, restaurants and stores. He’s never east 
of Sheridan Road and never west of Kedzie. 
He’s never worked south of the Michigan 
Avenue Bridge or above 4000 North.” 
Grauer hovered over Butterfield, bending un- 
til his mouth was almost in the detective’s ear. 

“That is a big area, officers, but not that 
big. This prick doesn’t even drive a fuckin’ 
car.” The lieutenant returned to the front 
of the room and wheeled back toward his 
audience. 

“Get him! Do it today! Do it or start 
hitching toward Moline! I never want to see 
your fuckin’ faces again!” 

The officers rose quietly and left the room. 
As Ted Butterfield and Alex Coppola fol- 
lowed them, they both knew Grauer had 
been talking only to them. 

“It’s so great being friggin’ ace detectives 
everybody counts on,” Coppola moaned. 
“It’s neat because everybody, including 
your own lieutenant, really kisses your ass.” 
Coppola’s sarcasm had rolled in a steady 
stream ever since they drove away from the 
station house. 

Butterfield glared at the Checker cab that 
cut off his unmarked car, then at Coppola. 
“You are the toast of the station house, but 
what can you do for me when it comes to col- 
laring cop-killers? Where do we look? 
Where do we go? Will he be at the ballpark? 
Will he be in a saloon drinking beer?” 

Coppola scratched his balls and wrinkled 
his brow. 

“Nah, he’s hot as a pistol. His picture’s 
been on the tube. He’s probably up on a roof 
molesting a kid. Where’s that scuzzy pad he 
lived in?” 

“On Sawyer.” Coppola flipped through 
his notepad. 3912 North Sawyer.” 

Butterfield slowed the car. “It probably 
looks like the police garage along that street. 
Anyway, Patrol and other teams swear 
nobody around there has seen him for a 
week.” 

They did the only appropriate thing for a 
hot August afternoon in Chicago. They went 
to a tavern, drank cold beer and watched the 
Cubs massacre the Phillies on Channel 9 
until 4:30. 

At 8 in the evening they met Lieutenant 
Grauer on Clark Street, near Wrigley Field. 
Butterfield, his suit drenched in sweat, 
ticked off the locations he'd spot-checked 
while Coppola haunted taverns and base- 
ment doors—even a convent. 

Grauer was impatient. “He’s either left 
Chicago or gone to ground better than the 
average punk can pull off. Where the fuck 
can he go?” 

Butterfield tapped his foot on the pave- 
ment. “Into any of half-a-million homes and 
apartments on the North Side. If he found 
some little old lady with an unlocked door 
and groceries on hand, he could be out of 


sight for six fucking weeks. He’s here in 
town and he’s off the street. He’s in some- 
body’s house and may have hostages. That’s 
it, Grauer. It just ain’t any other way.” 

The lieutenant squinted at Butterfield. He 
was thoughtful, his response measured. “‘So 
how do we flush him?” 

Butterfield’s foot quieted down. “We 
don’t. Not unless you flood the North Side 
with tear gas and choke him out, along with 
a million other people.” Butterfield poked 
the lieutenant on his sweat-soaked chest 
lightly with his finger. “This ain’t a Capone 
or a Gambino. This is a dyed-in-the-wool 
fuckup we’re after. He’s been a nickel-and- 
dimer all his life. Outside of operating alone, 
which is smart, he’s never shown an ounce of 
brains since he was kicked out of remedial 
reading. Stay loose and he’ll come to us.” 

Grauer flushed. “Bullshit! The Super- 
intendent and the Mayor will swallow this 
unit for breakfast. Sit on our asses and wait? 
You’re crazy!” 

But moments later Grauer’s radio told 
them Butterfield was smarter than hell— 
Roy Weller had been found. 

When they got to the tenement on North 
Wells Street, Patrolman Lauren Cziecho- 
wicz was foaming with excitement. Butter- 
field tried without success to calm him 
down. 

“Would you believe it?! This ten-year-old 
kid comes into Hogan’s Bar yelling, 
‘Weller’s at our place. Weller’s at our place!’ 
The kid had slipped out the back door. Any- 
ways, all they do is throw him out, so he 
kicks Hogan in the shins like a Bear line- 
backer. Hogan’s gonna kill him, but just 
then I get there an’ cool the big Mick off. 

“No ten-year-old runt is gonna kick a 
Godzilla like Hogan while tryin’ to pull a 
joke! So I quiet everybody down, and the 
kid says Weller breaks in their back door 15 
minutes after the shooting last night and 
then makes them all sit an’ watch the fuckin’ 
tube coverage of the manhunt until | a.m., 
laughin’ and ravin’ like a freak!” 

The beefy beat cop paused for breath, and 
Grauer demanded, “‘He’s in there now? Still 
there? How many are with him? How 
many’s he holding?” 

“The parents and two older sisters. The 
old man has a heart condition, and he’s 
about out of digitalis. It’s a four-story build- 
ing, as you can see, and Gilkeson’s place is 
on the second floor, rear. There’s a rear 
doorway leading to an inside stairwell down 
to the alley, but it’s so narrow I don’t think 
we can get a team up it anyway, except 
single-file. The front hallway’s no better. A 
guy who designs pencil sharpeners musta 
laid out this dump.” 

Cziechowicz’s mouth was at last ex- 
hausted. Grauer turned to the detectives. 
His face and form seemed weirdly distorted 
in the ocean of blue lights from patrol cars 
parked haphazardly along the street. 

Geez, cops are arrogant, thought Butterfield. 
Ignitions and some motors still on. Keys in cars, 


ONE LITTLE DROP 
CAN MAKE 
YOUR DREAMS 
COME eal 


Smee lo > eS) 
P.O Box 5200, FDR Station, New York. N.Y. 10022 OR 1238 
Gentlemen: 
Please send me the Magic Love Drops | have indicated 
below. | have enclosed a check or money order for $4.95 
lus $1 for each item ordered. If | order all 3 ic Love 
. lunderstand | only have to send $12 .95 plus just $1 
for all three love aids. If | am not delighted by the results | 
may retum them within 14 days fora prompt comliete 
refund. No questions asked. 
LI CODE 530 $4.95 [1] CODE 555 $4.95 [1] CODE 958 $4.95 
(-] CODE 670, Alll 3 for just $12.95 plus $.OO postage and 


handling. 


Signature = = — 


(lam over 18 years of age) 
Address ___ — ~™ 


City — State — Zip 


Sew eee oe ewe we eeee a 


r them 


too 
Sexual Aids: 3°" 


disappointment. 


many doors you never knew existed!) 

Our products range from the simple 
to the delightfully complex. They are de- 
signed for both the timid and the bold 
For anyone whos ever wished there could 
be something more to their sex life 

If you're prepared to intensify your 
own sexual pleasure, then by all means 
send for the Xandria Collection cat- 
alogue. It is priced at just three dollars 
which is applied in full to your first order 

Write today. You have absolutely 
nothing tolose. And an entirely new world 
of enjoyment to gain. 


f you've been reluctant to purchase 
sexual aids through the mail, the 
Xandria Collection would like to offer you 
two things that may change your mind: 


1. A quarantee 
2. Another guarantee 


First, we guarantee your privacy 
Should you decide to order our cata- 
logue or products, your transaction will 
be held in the strictest confidence 

Your name will never (never) be used 
for additional mailings or solicitations. 
Nor will it be sold or given to any other 
company. And everything we ship to you 


lainly packaged, securely wrapped, [Tee 
without the slightest indication of itscon- | The Xandria Collection l 
tents on the outside. | Py, gpd | 
. . x 31039 

_ Second, we guarantee your satisfac- | San Francisco, CA 94131 | 
tion. Everything offered in the Xandria | Please send me, by first class mail, my copy of the | 
Collection is the result of extensive Xandria Collection catalogue. Enclosed is my check 
research and real-life testing. We are so | or money order for three dollars which will be I 
certain that the risk of disappointment | 2PPlied towards my first purchase | 
has been eliminated from our products, | Name a | 
that we can actually guarantee your satis- | | 
faction—or your money promptly, un- | “'*ss | 
questioningly refunded. | City - | 

What is the Xandria Collection? ite Zip - 

It is a very, very special collection of Cac cee ouue See picducts are sent'onty tu aituits | 
sexual aids. Itincludes the finestand ! over,the age © OEE RES SENE: Sigh atore ese 
most effective devices available from | | 
around the world. Devices that canopen | !#” ——————~ea!s old | 
new doorsto sexual gratification(perhaps | Signed = | 


HUSTLER FEBRUARY 91 


lights on. Some of us even leave the keys in when 
we go to eat. It'd serve us right if youth gangs 
hijacked the whole fucking fleet! 

“We'll go look at the back, Lieutenant. 
We can get a better idea if we see the back.” 

Grauer grunted. The two detectives 
walked around the apartment building to 
the garbage-strewn alley behind. The stench 
of trash cooked by the summer heat filled 
their lungs and made them measure their 
breathing. A rusting Dodge pickup, once 
light-blue before the undercoat surrendered, 
was parked at its mouth. Taking advantage 
of the darkness, they inched down the alley’s 
length, lunging from garbage can to garage 
doorway until they were under the 
Gilkesons’ windows two floors above. 

“What the hell! Let’s go in and guard the 
front door,” Coppola whispered. “We can’t 
do anything here.” 

Butterfield motioned him to be quiet. “I 
hear voices up high. Maybe on the fourth 
floor, but maybe our guy’s on the roof.” 

“No way.” Coppola stared up toward the 
overcast. “Captain Rugglio and Grauer 
would have let us know.” 

“Dammit, those are girls’ voices.” Butter- 
field could hear their sobs and wails faintly 
but clearly. “The bastard’s on the roof. And 
he took the family with him.” 

Being careful to stay within the long, dark 
shadows of the night, the two moved quickly 
back down the alley to the street. There they 
met Grauer and Patrol Captain Rugglio. 

“Glad you could make it, Lieutenant,” 
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smirked Coppola. “Thought you guys had 
brandy and coffee going in the command 
van.” 

Butterfield told Grauer what they had 
found. “The only way I see is to go up after 
him. I want to go up. You got to keep him 
busy in the front so he won’t have time to 
come to the rear. If Coppola and I can make 
it up to the roof by the fire escape, we can 
take him.” 

Grauer frowned. The unrelenting evening 
heat had flayed his patience. “Dammit, he’s 
got four hostages up there! You can’t vault 
over the edge onto the roof and have a 
Wyatt Earp shootout. Those people will get 
wasted. Maybe you too.” 

But Butterfield would give no ground. 
They argued for ten minutes or more, only 
to be interrupted when Weller stuck his 
head up above the roof’s edge. 

Fifteen cops fired, and four tear-gas shells 
bounced onto the roof. Additional spotlights 
cut into the night as fumes blew into 
neighboring buildings, where residents 
choked and screamed and vomited. The bar- 
rage proved totally ineffective against 
Weller. Grauer grimaced in horror at the de- 
bacle before him. “Okay, you guys. Play 
hero. Kill that shitass!” 

Butterfield went first. He climbed the fire- 
escape ladder slowly, gripping his .357, his 
gaze never leaving the roofline above. At 
any second Weller might peer down from 
the blackness checking for attackers. On 
that four-story ladder Butterfield and Cop- 


“Another tough day at the office, dear?” 
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pola were dead men if he did. 

The explosion of a shotgun tore the night 
air. Oh, shit! Butterfield thought. Going up 
against a shotgun on the confines of that roof! 

“I thought he only had a pistol,” Coppola 
whispered. 

“Maybe old man Gilkeson had the damn 
thing. Shut up now! We’re at the third 
floor.” 

A bullhorn boomed Captain Rugglio’s 
voice at the building’s front. 

“Weller, give it up! You have no chance!” 
The shotgun belched again in answer. As 
Butterfield and Coppola scrambled up the 
fire escape, they could hear the cops on the 
street respond with a barrage of gunfire. 
Weller simply dropped as flat as possible, 
and none of their rounds came near him. 
Sounds of glass breaking and more distant 
screaming told the detectives on the rear fire 
ladder that neighboring buildings had 
caught all the hell. 

“Cease fire! Cease fire!” It was Captain 
Rugglio again on the bullhorn. Good, 
thought Butterfield, or you'll kill every man, 
woman and child within five blocks of here. 

Finally, Butterfield’s head was almost lev- 
el with the lip of the roof. His ears strained 
for a clue to Weller’s whereabouts. Where 
was that fucker? Had he moved to the back 
side of the building? Butterfield broke into a 
fierce sweat, fantasizing a leering Weller at 
the roof’s edge, thrusting his gun barrel into 
the detective’s mouth and blasting him into 
oblivion. 

He inched up another rung, his body 
soaking with foul-smelling sweat. Coppola 
suddenly grabbed his ankle. Butterfield 
nearly fell off the ladder. He looked down in 
horror, fearing that Coppola was falling and 
would drag him down. But Coppola’s grab 
was only accidental; he hastily let go and 
grinned sheepishly up at his partner. 

Butterfield waited a long minute. Where 
was Weller? He sucked air, and his heart 
seemed to stop as he carefully raised his eyes 
above the roof’s safety rim and waited. No 
shot greeted him. Through the darkness he 
could make out two thick brick chimneys 
standing close together on the tarred 
roofscape. No one was in sight, but now he 
heard a woman’s voice behind the chimney 
across from him. They must be on the street 
side. 

He tried to signal his partner by tortured 
sign language, but Coppola only shrugged, 
not understanding. Weller was staying as 
close to the guns and potential targets as 
possible. He wasn’t checking on access to his 


rear. 

Butterfield focused his eyes in the dim 
light. He and Coppola were lucky — Weller 
was a putz. They would take him. Butter- 
field counted on Weller being so surprised 
when they rushed him that he wouldn’t 
shoot his hostages. Butterfield faced down 
the ladder, calling softly to his partner to 
charge over the top of his heels. Coppola 
nodded in agreement. Butterfield stared 

(continued on page 98) 
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THE HUNT 
(continued from page 92) 


back across the roof. He heard voices again. 
A girl moaned, and a man’s voice— 
Weller’s—snarled at her to shut-the-fuck- 
up. Butterfield stepped up to the last rung 
and vaulted over the top in one smooth 
motion. 

The next few seconds would live with the 
cop the rest of his life. Instantly the fugitive 
rolled out into the open on his belly, the 
Remington 1100 semiautomatic shotgun in 
his hands. Butterfield went down hard on 
the sticky, summer-soft tar. Get a bead! Get a 
bead! Everything slowed to a crawl, like a 
Sam Peckinpah movie. Like a Quaalude 
nightmare. Coppola growled as he followed 
his partner over the lip to the rooftop. Even 
the sound of the shotgun came to Butterfield 
slowly. A locomotive’s wail from a tunnel. 

The blast caught Alex Coppola front-on 
in the chest and gut. He turned into a red 
ragdoll. Butterfield screamed, “Oh, no! Oh, 
shit!” In a fragment of time he saw Coppola 
arch backward, hang in the air and plunge 
headfirst into the black pit of the alley. 

The sound of impact sent an electric 
shock through Butterfield. He turned back 
to Weller just as the shotgun thundered 
again. The impact of the three pellets that 
grazed him caused instant terror to surge 
through his body. You're scared, so you're still 
alive. 

He had the Magnum grasped in both 
hands, He fired twice from his prone posi- 
tion at Weller’s head. Both shots missed. 
“Fuck you, cop! Fuck you in the butt!”’ The 
man leaped to his feet, holding the shotgun 
by the barrel like a baseball bat. Why? He’s 
gonna club me. I can kill him! Why’d he stop 
Shooting? Shit! He’s empty or he’s jammed. 

Butterfield thrust upward on one knee, his 
arms out as far ahead of him as he could 
reach. Weller snarled like an animal as the 
Magnum barked two more times. The first 
shot went wild. The second shattered 
Weller’s groin, almost amputating his right 
leg at the hip. The fugitive took to the air 
just as Alex Coppola had. He crashed to the 
center of the roof on his back. He cried and 
begged. “Help me. Oh, God, help me. I sur- 
render. I surrender.” 

Remember the pistol. Butterfield rose and 
walked over to him. Weller’s hands were 
stretched out above his head, both empty. 
The pistol was tucked in his belt. The sound 
of feet and voices came to Butterfield from 
the ladder. He knew he had to hurry. Weller 
moaned again. “Get me some help. Jesus, 
God, get me some help!” 

Butterfield heard the voices call his name. 
He grabbed the pistol from Weller’s belt and 
threw it to the roof just above the stricken 
man’s head, out of reach. 

“You killed three of us, fucker!’’ He bent 
low, peering into the wounded man’s face. 

“The verdict is guilty. The sentence will 
now be pronounced.” Hate boiled up inside 
Butterfield like acrid bile. “I’m gonna save 


the judge and the warden a lot of trouble, 
you puke.” 

He shoved the pistol barrel down toward 
Weller’s face and fired. The man’s horrified 
features dissolved, his head exploding like a 
rotten melon full of taco sauce. His left foot 
kicked violently upward, almost catching 
Butterfield in the balls. The detective stood 
astride the hideous mass that once was a 
man, and shook. With surprise he noted 
spatters of blood and brains from his ankles 
to his armpits. 

It was several moments before it sank in 
on him that he was surrounded. At least half 
a dozen officers were already beside him in 
the darkness, and he could hear more com- 
ing. Grauer was there, squinting at him, say- 
ing nothing. The others talked and yelled 
and prodded the garbage bag that once was 
Roy Weller. Butterfield stared at Grauer, 
who stared back. Butterfield read his eyes 
like they were a billboard and felt himself at 
peace. 

Grauer announced softly, “I saw the 
whole thing. Does everybody remember it 
like I do? There'll be an inquest and a 
review board. I was at the top of the ladder 
and I saw it all. Our guy—” he gestured 
toward Butterfield—‘“grappled with him for 
the shotgun. He kicked it loose and knocked 
the shit down.” 

The lieutenant turned to each of the other 
officers on the roof and hard-eyed them. 
“The scumbag went for his pistol and our 
guy rendered him. Self-defense. Cut and 
dried.” He slowly turned full circle. He met 
every man’s eyes, including Butterfield’s. 
“And I saw it all. I was first up the ladder.” 

Grauer paused for a moment, and then he 
added, “That’s the story. I’m sure no one 
will dispute it.” 

And no one ever did. It was over. 

When Butterfield reached the street, the 
crowd was enormous. An all-news radio sta- 
tion had drawn them. TV lights blinded 
him. Microphones were shoved in his face. 
He was stunned and tired. “How are the 
captives, officer?” “Are they okay? Did you 
have to shoot?” “Couldn’t you make him 
surrender?” The questions were of the usual 
stupid caliber. Butterfield felt sick. 

And then Candy was there. He blessed 
her silently when she didn’t ask, “Are you all 
right?” She just took his arm. Not until later 
did she raise the subject of his changing jobs 
again. Pleadingly. 

“No way.” Because now he finally knew 
what it was he loved. More than money or 
security—or Candy. 

The thrill. The hunt. He wouldn’t go to a 
desk and wear flashy suits. He would stay 
put. Nothing else mattered. Coppola would 
understand. When you can do what no one 
else will do—when you can tamp down the 
fear that almost makes you shit in your 
pants—then you’re the king. In control. 
Boss. 

He knew the next time it happened, he’d 
go up the ladder again. 


As a longtime HUSTLER 
reader, I regularly enjoy your 
Kinky Korner section. But 
I’ve always been miffed by 
the fact that I never had an 
erotic experience I thought 
wild enough to relate to your 
readers. Well, an experience 
I had a few weeks ago sure 
solved that problem! 

I'd like to start by de- 
scribing myself. I’m a tall 
and pretty 19-year-old girl 
with long black hair (I can 
sit on it) and a slim figure. I 
consider myself extremely 
feminine, and I enjoy acting 
like a five-year-old when I 
want my way. (It works!) I 
also enjoy looking at foxy 
ladies, and although I was 
involved in one or two les- 
bian encounters in high 
school, I’d never really got- 
ten off on them. 

I live in Los Angeles, and 
on the day my story starts I 
was wandering up and down 
Hollywood Boulevard, suck- 
ing on an ice-cream cone 
and looking around the 
shops. As I stopped by one 
of those bookstores that have 
a display out on the side- 
walk, I noticed this wild- 
looking lady. I’m 5-9, but 
she was even taller and very 
slim. A beautiful cascade of 
shaggy platinum-blond hair 
fell to about six inches below 
her shoulders. She was wear- 
ing a sheer black T-shirt and 
black-leather pants and 
boots, and she looked gor- 
geous. I got so excited I 
almost fell over. 

I backed up a few steps to 
get a better look at her. Sud- 
denly she looked up from the book she 
was perusing and stared at me. I blushed 
and turned around; my feet began walk- 
ing away as if they had a life of their 
own. Then I stopped and sort of casually 
turned back, trying to think of a way to 
approach her without seeming too 
obvious. But damn!—I couldn’t see her 
anywhere. Anxiously I retraced my 
steps, and almost immediately bumped 
into her as she stepped out of the store 
doorway. She’d been on to me from the 
very start! 

Smiling, she said, “You know, you’re 
the cutest little thing I’ve seen all day. 
Want to get some coffee or something?” 

“Sure,” I said, and we walked off toa 
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nearby coffee shop, grinning at each 
other like a couple of kids. 

As we were waiting for our table, she 
told me that her name was Dylan and 
that she was a free-lance photographer. 
She started describing the studio that 
she’d created out of one bedroom in her 
apartment, and I quickly said that I’d 
really like to see it. Then I blushed 
again, embarrassed at my own eager- 
ness. She laughed out loud and told me 
to quit being so awkward. Then she 
said: “Fuck the coffee! Let’s go to my 
place for some booze. You game?” I 
was. 

Dylan had a big old two-bedroom 
place in the heart of Hollywood, and 
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drinking Bloody Marys. We 
got high on them pretty fast, 
and it was dusk before we 
knew it. 

I stumbled to my feet to 
reach the light switch, and 
Dylan reached out an arm to 
steady me. Suddenly we 
were standing next to each 
other, and she pulled me 
roughly toward her. Her hot, 
wet tongue went from my 
neck to my ear, and I felt her 
slender hands grasping my 
breasts. My knees went 
weak, and I fell against her. 

She turned me around so 
my back was toward her and 
pulled my ass into her 
crotch. Then Dylan pushed 
my long hair aside and 
kissed me hard on the neck, 
still squeezing and pinching 
my nipples until they were 
sore. I groaned in mingled 
pain and delight. Leaning 
back against her, I felt total- 
ly in her power. 

After a minute or two she 
lowered me to the sofa. As I 
lay on it, breathing heavily, 
she stood in front of me, 
deftly undressing. She didn’t 
take her eyes off me as her 
leather pants slithered to the 
floor, and as I watched her 
pull the T-shirt over her 
head, I felt a slow, hot flush 
creep over my entire body. 

Totally naked, she stared 
at me, then bent down and 
kissed me over and over. She 
slipped my blouse off my 
shoulders and lowered her 
mouth to my bare breasts. I 
threw my head back in ecstasy as she 
pulled at my nipples with her teeth and 
lips. “I’m going to really fuck you 
tonight, girl,” she murmured. 

Soon she had my skirt unbuttoned 
and my blouse pulled all the way off. 
When she saw the cute little panties I 
had on—pink and white, and dotted 
with minute red ribbons—she decided 
to leave them on for a while. “I like 
them,” she said. “They make me feel 
like I’m robbing the cradle. I can always 
reach under them.” 

With that she slid two fingers into my 
tiny twat. I gasped out loud as she 
humped me with her hand, her tongue 
on my nipples again. Her hand built up 
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speed, grinding my pussy into the 
cushions of the couch. Her blue eyes 
flashed feverishly as she fucked me with 
her hand, and I came in a shuddering 
orgasm, my mouth open wide to receive 
her tongue. 

Dylan was insatiable. She grabbed my 
tits with one hand and ripped my pan- 
ties off with the other. I was soaking in 
sweat and cunt juice and writhing un- 
controllably. But the more I struggled, 
the more she dominated me. This gay 
lady was showing me how macho and 
tough she could be, and I was loving it! 

Grabbing me by the hair, she mashed 
my face into one of her nipples, straining 
her chest against my mouth until my jaw 
hurt. I felt like a rag doll in a hurri- 
cane—my arms hung limply, and my 
hair drooped almost to the floor. 

My new lover stopped abruptly, hold- 
ing me tightly against her chest. Then 
she gently set me down and stood up. 
She looked down silently at my nude, 
sweating body, then sank to her knees 
and bent her head toward my hot little 
pussy. Her tongue seemed incredibly 
long, and I raised my hips up to meet it 
as it plunged inside me. I arched up 
higher, almost brutally smacking my 
pelvic bone against her mouth. I wanted 
to hurt her a little bit, but all she did was 
sigh. 

I was almost in tears as she chewed on 


my cunt lips with a fast, rough rhythm. 
Then, her eyes blazing, Dylan cried out 
that she was going to fuck me harder 
than I'd ever been fucked before. She 
leaped to her feet and ran lightly to the 
bathroom, and when she returned, she 
had a large black-rubber dildo clenched 
tightly in her fist. She sat down beside 
me and rubbed the dildo between the 
moist lips of her twat. In her other hand 
were the plastic cords for strapping it 
on, and when the big cock was juicy 
with her fluids, she attached the cords to 
it and fastened it around her waist. 

For a moment I was genuinely fearful. 
“How big is that thing?” I asked. She 
just looked at me with her wide, bright 
eyes. I didn’t say anything else after 
that. I lay as still as a sleeping kitten, my 
heart racing in nervous anticipation. 
(As I’m sure you realize, I get off on be- 
ing dominated, and I had the feeling I 
was really going to get it this time.) 

When she had attached the dildo to 
her thin body, she grinned like a cat and 
said, “Lay back more, baby; here it 
comes.” I did as I was told. Dylan gently 
crawled on top of me and rested her 
body on mine. For a few seconds we just 
lay there together. I hugged her as tight- 
ly as I could and kissed her sweet lips. 
Then she rose to her knees and guided 
the tip of the dildo into my snatch. 

It slid in easily, as I was still very wet 
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from her finger-fucking. Once it was in 
to the hilt, she started to fuck me— 
pushing it in all the way and drawing it 
out fully on each stroke. She kept up 
this rhythm for a while, then suddenly 
began thrusting harder and faster. She 
pumped so hard that it began to hurt, 
and I asked her to slow down a little. 
But she ignored my plea and kept ram- 
ming the big black dildo at full strength 
into my junior-sized twat. When I cried 
out in pain, she covered my mouth with 
her hand and fucked me even harder. I 
began to cry. It scared me how she had 
changed so quickly from a kind lover to 
a sadistic bitch. The more I struggled, 
the more turned on she seemed, and 
when I tried to close my legs and roll 
over, she smacked me on the ass. 

That did it. Suddenly I felt fantastic. 
A cold chill of excitement swept across 
my entire body, and though I continued 
moaning in apparent pain, I was totally 
turned on. I’d never been smacked in a 
sexual context before, so Dylan held my 
arms over my head with one hand, 
pinned my body to the sofa with the 
dildo and slapped me across the face a 
few times. I was so thrilled that it didn’t 
really hurt, although one of her back- 
hands scratched my lip because of a ring 
she was wearing. I felt a drop of blood 
on my lips; when Dylan saw it, she low- 
ered her mouth tenderly and enveloped 
my trembling mouth in hers. I whim- 
pered in the back of my throat as her 
tongue ravished the inside of my mouth, 
even under my tongue. 

I spread my legs wider, put them over 
her shoulders and begged her to fuck me 
even harder this time. She began with a 
slow grind into my sore little snatch, and 
I moved with her in perfect harmony. 
We both speeded up the pace. As the 
other end of the dildo battered away at 
Dylan’s clit, she began to come, and I 
knew that I was about to come too. I 
closed my eyes and just let it happen. 
“T’m coming like a diesel train,” she 
whispered. Totally spaced out, I 
reached up with my head so I could grab 
one of her nipples with my mouth. As 
the sweat from her forehead dripped 
onto my back, we both came at the same 
time. Then we fell back onto the sofa, 
exhausted. We were soaked to the bone 
with sweat and cunt juice. I felt totally 
fulfilled. 

That’s how it all started. Now we’re 
roommates—or perhaps a better way of 
putting it would be that I’m Dylan’s 
wife. I have a part-time job as a model, 
but I gladly do all the cooking and 
cleaning. I consider myself her faithful 
slave, and my fervent hope is that we’ll 
stay together for many long years to 
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WALT PLANKINTON 
(continued from page 78) 


we've got more and more laws that say it’s il- 
legal. Nevada needs open prostitution that’s 
licensed, properly inspected and properly 
policed. 

HUSTLER: What, exactly, are the Nevada 
laws governing prostitution? 
PLANKINTON: In 1971 the Nevada legisla- 
ture passed a law making prostitution illegal 
in those counties that had a population of 
200,000 or more. It was mute in those coun- 
ties under 200,000, and it was assumed that 
anywhere there is no law, it becomes legal. 
That’s the premise we operate under in 
Nevada. 

HUSTLER: I understand you have achieved 
quite a bit of notoriety in Las Vegas. 
PLANKINTON: The local television sta- 
tions have done quite a bit on me. I’ve made 
appearances with the girls on several of the 
talk shows, and I’ve been featured often on 
the news. I’ve called a number of news con- 
ferences to tell my side of the Nye County 
story. 

Recently the Saints and Sinners—a group 

of Las Vegas professional people, judges, 
lawyers, doctors, hotel-owners and others— 
roasted me at their monthly meeting. Don 
Rickles and Pete Barbutti were two of the 
people who did the actual roasting. 
HUSTLER: Let’s talk about the Chicken 
Ranch. Can you describe to me a typical day 
here? 
PLANKINTON: Our girls get up or are got- 
ten up by noon. Some get up earlier. If 
they’re ready, they can go on the floor at 12 
and make extra money. Between 12 and one 
they must get their hair curled, have their 
baths and have breakfast. By one, though, 
they must be available for lineup. 

It’s pretty much routine. They sit around 
and watch TV or play games until a 
customer arrives, and then they line up. If 
they’re picked, they do their job. Usually, 
during the daytime when it’s hot, they wear 
leotards and body suits. Then, along about 
6, we have our dinner, after which the girls 
change into evening gowns—or at least nice, 
sexy dresses. Then they work through to 3 
a.m., when they go to bed. 

To service customers between 3 a.m. and 
noon we have a rotation system. The rooms 
are numbered, and the girls rotate. We 
always give our customers a choice. The girl 
who made the least money the night before 
is given a chance to catch up in the 3-to- 
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Individually they step forward, tell the man 
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their name and turn around. Without hitch- 
ing up their dresses or anything, they give 
him a full view of their front side, the back 
side, their legs, their ass, their tits, what- 
ever—it’s a sales job. These girls are trying 
to present themselves, their bodies. A man is 
entitled to look at them like a fine filly, to see 
what kind of shoulders and hips they’ve got, 
if they’re swaybacks—and some guys will 
buy a swayback horse. You never know what 
the hell a trick wants. So we give him a 
variety. We’ve got Chinese girls, black girls, 
Mexican girls, white girls, redheads, 
blondes, brunettes, big-titted ones, fat ones, 
skinny ones—we’ve got ’em all. 
HUSTLER: I only see six girls here now. 
PLANKINTON: Right now we're short. By 
the weekend, though, I'll have ten or 11, and 
believe me, ten or 11 girls can turn one hell 
of a bunch of tricks. Gross-revenuewise, it’s 
unbelievable how many guys these girls can 
screw in a night. 

HUSTLER: How much do you make at the 
Chicken Ranch in one year? 
PLANKINTON: The first six months of this 
year I probably pulled in about $80,000. 
Net. If the rest of the year is as good as the 
first part, I should have $150,000 to 
$200,000 profit. 

HUSTLER: I understand you have a system 
of fines you impose on these girls. 
PLANKINTON: The only way I can enforce 
the rules is to have fines. For instance, I’m 
the only brothel in the state that allows the 
girls a day off once a week to go to town. 
They leave at the end of the shift, which is 3 
a.m., but if they’re not back by 6 p.m., I fine 
them $100. If a girl doesn’t want to work 
under these rules, she doesn’t have to work 
here. Then, a lot of girls get lazy; they don’t 
want to make a lineup. They’ve got some 
pain in their ass or something. If they don’t 
make a lineup, it’s 20 bucks, unless they’re 
sick—and they damn well better be sick. 
Many times a girl’s done 16 hours, so she 
doesn’t make early-up. I get $50 of her 
money. That’s the only type of punishment I 
know to regulate the place. 

HUSTLER: Last night you told me you real- 
ly care about these girls, and yet you often 
call them lazy whores. How do you reconcile 
these feelings? 

PLANKINTON: Most working girls have 
similar traits. They have defied authority 
from the day they were born. They’re lazy, 
insecure and undependable. All these are 
traits of a good working girl. But that 
doesn’t mean I don’t love them. They are 
like daughters to me. As you know after talk- 
ing to them, there’s a special relationship 
here. [ Editor’s Note: See conversation with two 
Chicken Ranch employees on page 46.| We may 
fight like cats and dogs, and I may call them 
no-good whores, but I won’t let anyone else 
call them that. We’re a family. 

HUSTLER: When a girl takes a trick to her 
room, how do you protect your percentage? 
PLANKINTON: Well, I'd like to think all 
my girls are honest, but it’s best to have 
methods of checking. Every room here has a 
microphone in it, and at any given time I 


can record or listen to the girls’ conversa- 
tions. If the date is $100, and I check the 
books against what she said she took in, it 
damn well better be $100. I don’t sit and lis- 
ten all day, but I have a voice-activated 
recording device, so even though I’m a thou- 
sand miles away, when I come home I can 
listen to that recording. I know whether 
she’s ripping me off or not. I tell them, 
“Look, honey, I never steal a penny from 
you. We have a deal. It’s 50-50 down the 
middle, so don’t you steal from me.” 
HUSTLER: What kind of prices do your 
girls charge for various services? 
PLANKINTON: We have a minimum of 
$30. That gives you about a 15-minute 
straight lay, and beyond that it’s $50 a half- 
hour. If you’re buying a “party,” maybe you 
want a 69, she’ll name you a price like 100 
bucks. If you get off in 20 minutes, you’ve 
had your “party.” That’s more or less how it 
works. It’s all predicated on a time or party 
basis. 

HUSTLER: Do your girls perform S&M or 
Bondage and Discipline if a customer wants 
that kind of “party”? 

PLANKINTON: No, nothing of that sort. 
We're a pretty straight whorehouse. Anal 
sex is something else we don’t allow. It’s 
very painful for the girls, and it causes can- 
cer of the colon and trichomoniasis, a 
venereal disease prevalent in the intestinal 
tract that’s damn hard to get rid of. So we 
just don’t allow it. 

HUSTLER: Do your girls ever perform ho- 
mosexual services? 


PLANKINTON: Sometimes women come 
here with their husbands for a three-way 
“party.” Some girls dig that. Those who 
don’t don’t have to participate. 

HUSTLER: What’s your relationship with 
these girls? According to what you said ear- 
lier, you do get certain benefits. 
PLANKINTON: Well, I’m a businessman, 
and I don’t shit where I eat. In Las Vegas I 
don’t lack for pussy. There’s a conquest in a 
lot of square broads’ minds if they can con- 
quer a guy who they think has access to all 
the pussy in the world because he owns a 
whorehouse. An awful lot of square broads 
in Vegas want to lay me, so I’m sure not 
lacking for pussy. 

HUSTLER: Nevertheless, you do take your 
own women to bed. 

PLANKINTON: Well, I wouldn’t want to 
perjure myself here. There are certain fringe 
benefits in running a whorehouse. I’m only 
human. I like women between 18 and 23— 
and hell, a man of my age, 50 years old, 
that’s a feather in his hat when he gets one of 
these little dollies. I got one right now, 19 
years old. She’s been in love with me for a 
year. I can’t get rid of her. What an ego trip. 
HUSTLER: And yet you feel like the father 
of the family? 

PLANKINTON: Some of these girls have 
been here forever. I could never take one of 
them to bed. They’ve sat on my lap, cried on 
my shoulder. They’re precious. Some girl 
who just came to work here and there’s no 
relationship established, I could possibly 
take her to bed. But with the vast majority, I 
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don’t do that. I’m damn near a father to 
them. 

HUSTLER: Do you feel prostitution exploits 
women? 

PLANKINTON: I still haven’t reconciled 
myself to everything I do in this business. 
Here I do everything I can to justify what 
I’m doing by giving these girls the best home 
they probably ever had. Nobody abuses 
them. If they’ve got a husband, an old man, 
a pimp, I never allow that person inside the 
gate. In our parlor I make them appear fully 
dressed in evening gowns and act like ladies. 
There’s no profanity allowed in the parlor. 
Once they go behind closed doors, I don’t 
know what happens. I don’t listen to conver- 
sations. Then, I guess, they can become 
whores, But in my parlor they must be 
ladies. I guess that’s the Bible Belt sticking 
out of me. 

I deplore pimps. I’ve been referred to by 
Vegas columnists as the ‘“‘Pimp From 
Pahrump.” I’m not a pimp; I’m a busi- 
nessman. I provide these girls with goods 
and services. A pimp is some smooth-talking 
Yankee, some sweet-talkin’ bastard who lies 
on his backside in Vegas, plays the tables 
and chases square broads while she’s at the 
Chicken Ranch providing for him. I despise 
that kind of individual. They’re the lowest 
animal life that ever lived, and the sooner 
they lock the sons of bitches up, the better. 
HUSTLER: You realize, of course, that 
you’ve said you like to hit Vegas and fool 
around with the “square broads” while your 
girls are back at the Chicken Ranch working 
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for you. Does that make you a pimp? 
PLANKINTON: Well, no, as I’ve just ex- 
plained to you. For my portion of the 
revenue, I provide goods and services. I’m 
not in the same category, no. 

HUSTLER: In terms of exploitation, some 
people feel prostitution is a degrading 
experience for a woman. 

PLANKINTON: Is it dehumanizing to wash 
a man’s dirty dishes? Here, of course, they 
are providing a service for the individual. 
There’s no emotional contact; they are only 
using a different part of their body. Instead 
of using their hands to wash some guy’s 
damn dirty dishes, which is probably just as 
appalling to them, they are using their pussy 
to ejaculate him. So they say nice things to 
him; they’re lying to him. It’s a trick. A guy 
comes to my whorehouse, and some beauti- 
ful young thing leads him to her bedroom, 
tells him what a hunk of man he is. This is a 
sales job; it’s a con. When they’re inspecting 
him for VD, they tell him what a beautiful 
cock he has and all this bullshit. It’s as much 
an ego trip as anything. 

HUSTLER: From what you say, it certainly 
sounds like the tricks are being exploited — 
but what about the whores? 
PLANKINTON: The girls can earn $150 or 
$200 a week as a secretary, and all of a sud- 
den they find out they can come here and 
make $2,000 or $3,000 a week. I think a lot 
of them say, whatever the hell the degrading 
effects are, the money involved is sure as hell 
worth it. 

HUSTLER: I’ve spoken to the girls, and I 
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get the impression that they have managed, 
for the most part, to separate themselves 
from the emotional experience of their work. 
And yet it’s difficult for them to do this all 
the time. 

PLANKINTON: We don’t get many cum- 
freaks in the house. Once in a while we get a 
girl who gets a sensation, or a climax with 
every guy that chooses her, but most of these 
girls are pretty normal. One of the first 
things you learn here is that you never have 
mouth-to-mouth contact with a customer. 
There’s no kissing on the lips. This damn 
place isn’t the junior prom. If you’ve got an 
old man or a husband, you reserve that for 
him, whereas a trick doesn’t kiss you on the 
lips. The girls are able to segregate the two: 
With their man it’s love; with a customer it’s 
service. ‘ 
HUSTLER: In some whorehouses, “lock- 
ups” are prevalent, whereby whores are con- 
finec to their rooms and customers are sent 
in to them. Do you have lockups here? 
PLANKINTON: No, nothing of that sort. 
My girls are all free agents. They don’t have 
to service anyone if they don’t want to. 
HUSTLER: Have you ever thought what it 
would be like to go into your own lineup? 
PLANKINTON: Sure. Fifty percent of our 
customers are desirable young males. If I 
were a male prostitute and half of the 
customers who came in were good-looking 
broads with big tits, I could really dig that, 
man. 

HUSTLER: But I’ve talked to the girls, and 
the men aren’t always good-looking guys. 
Some are quite the opposite. 
PLANKINTON: They don’t have to service 
anybody. If a girl don’t want to take a guy, 
she can kick his ass out, and I’ll back her up 
100%. 

HUSTLER: What are your ultimate plans 
for the Chicken Ranch? 

PLANKINTON: I’d really like to see 
stability come to Nye County so I could 
build the type of place I really want. I’d like 
to replace this complex of trailers with an 
old Southern-mansion-type building. It 
would be out of this world. I would have ac- 
commodations for a number of girls and 
men, a swimming pool, a Jacuzzi, a health 
spa, a nine-hole golf course. It would be a 
pleasure palace not found anyplace else in 
the world. This is my dream. I think it’s 
something not only Nevada needs, but that 
the world would need. Something of that 
caliber. Word of mouth would carry far and 
wide that no trip to Las Vegas would be 
complete unless you went out to the Chicken 
Ranch. 


HUSTLER: You say that it would be some- 
thing Nevada would need, something the 
world would need; but ultimately, wouldn’t 
it be the kind of thing that Walt Plankinton 
would need? 

PLANKINTON: Sure. Running a whore- 
house is the most exciting thing I’ve ever 
done. That and chasing pussy. I’ve chased 
all sizes, shapes and ages, and it’s still the 
most fascinating thing in the world—chas- 
ing pussy. qs 
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A PASSIONATE PANORAMA OF COCK - RAISING 


ALL COLOR MAGAZINES 
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We've made a special purchase of 32 all different...all BRAND NEW, LUSH, GLOSSY, FULL COLOR 
totally HARD and SIZZLING HOT magazines. They're loaded with the things you want to see. Each 


one vividly showing a facet of fucking for fun, sucking for sweetness or orgying for orgasm! They're 
gems of genitalia — everyone a prick-teaser! 


OUR PRICES 


EUROPEAN CONNECTION Dept. 4384 
6255 Sunset Bl., Suite 609, Hollywood, CA 90028 


Gentlemen: Please RUSH me the items indicated. | enclose 
$__....__in FULL PAYMENT 0 Cash 0 Check 0 MO 


(1) Send order COD. | enclose $5 to cover additional post. & 
handling only. 


1) 2 mags.@$8 ---C 6 mags.@ $18-- 0 14 mags.@$28 
C1) 30 mags. plus 2 FREE BONUS $10 magazines @ $48 


$9.95 each Check one © super 8 color feg. 8mm color 


#91 1#92 1#93 #94 (#95 (#96 
1 / want to save $14.70. Send all 6 films for only $45 


On above orders add $2 extra to cover post. & hdig 


SENSATIONAL BARGAIN OFFER! 
Ol'm a sharp buyer. Send me all 32 magazines and 6 films 
for only $75 pilus $3 extra for postage & handling (total $78) 


NAME (print) 


ADDRESS _ _ = = 
SAVE AN _ Getall 32 magazines and 6 films 
EXTRA $18 over $400 retail value all for only $75 Ohya eS SAS = eIP 


plus $3 for postage & handling) Please add correct tax * Use ZIP code 


Exciting New 
Adult Game! 
Included is 
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Blow Job Club of 

America, entitling 

member to arbitration 

on disputed bets. ACTUAL SIZE 
PERSONALIZED 


14k Goid or 
Sterling Silver With 3 Initials 


Medallion markers 
available. 


Beautifully designed 
jewelry to be worn 
on chain or key ring. 


¢ FREE INTRODUCTORY OFFER ¢ 
Buy a 14k Gold Medallion and receive a 
Sterling Silver Medailion, FREE ($39.95 Value) 


- =a See ee ee a oe 
Nordic SALES, INCORPORATED 
P.0.BOX 2020» HOPKINS, MN 55343 
Send 14k Gold Medailions ($69.96 ea.) 
Send ___ Sterling Silver Medallions ($39.95 ea.) 
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VISA/Master Charge Credit Card Number: 
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“Behind the Green Door" 
and “Resurrection of Eve’’* 
$89 each Both tapes/Combined Price: $149 


100% GUARANTEE 
Inside Marilyn Reckless Claudia $79 
Chambers $89°* Flesh Factory $79 


Autobiography Rabin's Revenge $79 
of a Flea $89° Honeysuckle Divine, 
Sodom and Live! $99 
Gomorrah $89° Never a Tender Moment 
Joy of Letting Go $89 $129 starring 
Sip the Wine $89 Marilyn Chambers 
CB Mamas $79* Beyond de Sade 
Woman of the Night $79 $129 starring 
Easy Woman $79 Marilyn Chambers 


"Available in 8mm and super 8mm film at $39. All 8mm 
films are silent and 22 minutes tong. 


OVER 250 TITLES AVAILABLE/ALL RATINGS 
CALL OR WRITE FOR CATALOGUE 


To Order: Send your check Mitchell Brothers’ Film Group 
or money order for the cor- 895 O'Farrell Street 
rect amount to: San Francisco, CA 94109 


MASTER CHARGE / VISA ORDERS CALL 
(800) 227-3400 


In California (415) 441-1930 


Please indicate make and model of cassette player or regular Bmm/ super 
8mm tim. California residents add 6% sales tax, You must be 18 to order this 
6 weeks for delivery. 
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BODYGUARDS 
(continued from page 82) 


up? We don’t know, because we never hear 
about it. I get a lot of kidnapping calls, but, 
of course, many of them are bogus. That’s 
another problem in this business—approxi- 
mately half the problems people call you 
with don’t exist in reality. I’m no psy- 
chiatrist, but a lot of these people are 
obviously mentally disturbed.” 

“Tt’s the same with people who come to 
me looking for a job. A lot of them are too 
short to get on the police force, but the 
others” —Colligan smacks his head—“are 
full-fledged Charles Mansons.” 

He swivels his chair around and gazes out 
the window. “Yeah, people out there are 
nuts.” 

Both Colligan and Berg agree that the av- 
erage man in the street would not be hired 
by any reputable security firm. “He’s simply 
not trained properly,” says Colligan. Where 
does one go to obtain this training, then, if 
he’s positive that bodyguarding is the 
profession for him? Short of answering one 
of the “Become a Bodyguard in Ten Easy 
Lessons” ads in the back of Soldier of Fortune 
magazine, there are various avenues open. 

Many martial-arts schools nationwide 
offer courses specifically designed to train 
bodyguards. In addition to standard self- 
defense tactics, students are taught how to 
handle more than one attacker, how to 
defend against various weapons and how to 
move a client out of a dangerous situation. 

Better than 70% of all kidnapping victims 
are taken from their automobiles, where 
they are an easier grab than they would be at 
the office, at home or on a crowded 
sidewalk. As a result, schools that teach 
“evasive driving’ —where people are taught 
various methods of eluding pursuers, from 
high-speed driving to making a 180-degree 
turn—are springing up across the country. 
The Bondurant School of High Performance 
Driving in Sonoma, California, offers a four- 
day “antiterrorist” curriculum for $1,000, 
while the Scotti School of Defensive Driving 
in Somerville, Massachusetts, offers a similar 
course for $1,150. 

Training in the use of firearms is generally 
available through local police departments, 
although these courses tend to be extremely 
basic. A more thorough course is taught at 
Jeff Cooper’s American Pistol Institute 
Training Center in Paulden, Arizona. 

For those wanting everything in one 
package, the Nick Harris Detective Agency, 
which has affiliates in every state as well as 
in London, Paris and Rome, offers a “total 
training course” at its California Academy. 
For $980 the prospective bodyguard spends 
four-and-a-half months taking classes, 
studying and training in every conceivable 
aspect of security. 

Milo Speriglio, director-in-chief of the 
agency, describes the training: “Before a 
person is accepted into the Academy, he 


must pass an entrance exam. This is essen- 
tially to screen out all of the so-called ‘Peter 
Gunn’ types—you know, the guys who’ve 
watched a lot of TV and think they’re get- 
ting into some glamorous profession. Those 
are the ones that tend to get a little trigger- 
happy, and we don’t want any part of them. 
Other than that we have no requirements, 
except for the age requirement, which is 18. 

“T should also add,” Speriglio says, “that 
we—as opposed to some other companies — 
don’t want to use off-duty police here. They 
make the worst bodyguards because they’re 
so used to the badge and the power it sup- 
posedly wields. We prefer to train someone 
from the ground up. At the same time, all of 
our bodyguards are training to be private 
investigators, because these two professions 
go hand in hand—or at least they should. 

“In their classes the students are trained 
in every aspect of investigative work. 
They’re taught how to defuse a bomb, 
various methods of evasive driving, how to 
move a principal [client] in and out of a 
situation and how to use wiretap as well as 
special photographic equipment. Students 
are taught how to set up a command post, a 
base of operations, anywhere—a client’s 
home, a vacant lot—at a moment’s notice. 
The training is very military. 

“In the field we teach the use of all hand- 
guns and shotguns, in addition to other 
weapons not normally taught in, say, police 
academies. If the agent is well-trained, any- 
thing can become a deadly weapon. Of 
course, we have the normal training in tear 
gas, Mace and baton. 

“As far as hand-to-hand combat goes, 
Academy members learn various forms of 
jujitsu, kung-fu and karate, and must be 
proficient in at least one martial art. They 
learn how to kill, though we’re not of the 
mind that you should ¢ry to kill your oppo- 
nent; it’s better to try to disable him. You 
know, some guys like to go right in and pull 
out a couple of ribs, but that’s not really the 
best frame of mind. 

“Incidentally,” Speriglio adds, “contrary 
to the popular notion, bodyguards do not 
have to resemble The Incredible Hulk. We 
do have some large men working as guards, 
but I’ve got guys 5-8 that I wouldn’t want to 
tangle with.” 

The most important part of the training, 
Speriglio insists, is psychological. “tA 
bodyguard is not an average guy. He must 
have 20 eyes and 20 ears so that he can see 
and hear in the dark. He must be able to size 
a person up in a moment, and be able to 
react without having to stop and think. In 
order to achieve these goals we have what 
you might call ‘sensitivity training.’ And by 
that I don’t mean some sort of encounter ses- 
sion,” Speriglio laughs. “We constantly test 
these men in order to heighten their senses. 

“There’s also the business of eliminating 
fear. A guard must think to himself, ‘I am a 
wall, and absolutely. nothing is going to 
penetrate me.’ The art of psyching oneself 

(continued on page 117) 


We've broadened the scope of Mail-Order Feed- 
back to include the lowdown on “‘straight” mer- 
chandise as well as on erotic goods. Suckers, as 
they say, are indeed born every minute, and it’s 
this column’s purpose to help you avoid being one. 
Write HUSTLER Mail-Order Feedback, 2029 
Century Park East, Suite 3800, Los Angeles, 
California 90067. 

Besides us, we suggest that you bitch about 
your mail-order burns to your local Better 
Business Bureau or the chief federal autho- 
rity—the Consumer Advocate Office, United 
States Postal Service, Washington, D.C. 20024. 


SUCKER SOCIETY 


Many of our readers have written to tell us 
about solicitations they have received from 
an outfit called the Glo-Worm Society. The 
Society seems to have several different ad- 
dresses, including HEAD Office, 2860 
Delaney, #8429, Dixie Village, Florida 
32856; G.W.S. Lid, Dixie Village, #8429, 
Orlando, Florida 32856; and Karen M., P.O. 
Box 8429, Orlando, Florida 32856. All these 
addresses, as you can see, are essentially the 
same. 

Glo-Worm’s introductory letter is filled 
with sexual innuendos, inviting you to join 
“an exclusive private society; an organiza- 
tion that was started by a group of fun- 
loving young ladies who are dedicated to the 
proposition that men and women were put 
on this earth... to enjoy each other.” Glo- 
Worm claims it is “ready to offer some out- 
of-the-ordinary benefits that will go beyond 
your wildest fantasies.’ Unfortunately, if 
you want a clear idea of just what these 
“benefits” are, you have to send Glo- Worm 
$20 of your hard-earned money, or $30 for 
an “executive membership.” 

After you send the money, here’s what 
you'll get: 

—The Glo-Worm Handbook, a small 
pamphlet of tips on how to pick up girls. 

—The Hancock Report, a newsletter of 
trite sexual advice. 

—A Glo-Worm Score Card, on which you 
list 12 people you’ve scored with after join- 
ing the Society. 

—A Glo-Worm pin, a piece of metal sup- 
posedly worn by members so they can spot 
each other. 

That’s it. To get closer to the alleged “out- 
of-the-ordinary benefits” offered by this out- 
fit, you have to return your Score Card with 
12 names on it, along with $69 more in dues. 
And for that, you can advance to the next 
“membership level.” 

After what we’ve learned about the first 
level of membership, it’s hard to get excited 
about paying more than three times as much 
money for the next level. Glo- Worm is appar- 
ently only trying to worm its way into your 
wallet. The fact that so many of our readers 
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have asked Mail-Order Feedback what’s going 
on shows that more people are wising up to 
the scum that live off the fatheads of the 
land. We have already alerted the postal au- 
thorities that something smells rotten in the 
state of Florida. 


FRAGRANCE 
DE PUSSY 


Gilbert Products (P.O. Box 483, Tustin, 
California 92680) sent us a ‘‘bedroom 
odorizer” called Copulin Forte, which is 
supposed to “enhance sex” by putting “a 
wisp of romance in your bedroom air.” 
Gilbert claims that its product offers the 
“natural sexual scents” of the vagina that 
have been lost to many modern lovers be- 
cause of birth-control pills and douching. 

The idea behind this product is appar- 
ently to simulate copulins, which are acidic 
chemicals created by bacteria in the vagina. 
Sex researchers are debating whether copu- 
lins create human pheromones, the name 
given to the odor signals used by insects to 
attract sexual partners. Most scientists are 
convinced, however, that the intelligent, 
rational nature of human beings eliminates 
any possibility of pheromones having any 
more than an incidental effect on the sex 
drive. 

Let’s even assume for a moment that 
copulins do work and that there are such 
things as human pheromones. Gilbert’s 
Copulin Forte has no ingredients listed on 
the bottle, so we don’t know if this is the real 
stuff. If it is—and if Copulin Forte really 
does what it’s supposed to—then the man is 
aroused, not the woman. So as an aphrodisi- 
ac for women, copulins won’t do much good. 

But it’s even more likely that Copulin 
Forte is just another placebo, like stay-hard 
pills or spurious Spanish fly. Still, we wanted 
to give this “odorizer” a fair test. According- 
ly, we slipped the bottle to HUSTLER Senior 
Editor Michael Stott and asked for a report 
in the morning. The next day Michael told 
us: “I think it’s a rip-off. At first there was a 
faint odor of old socks, with a touch of marsh 
gas. But even after several squirts around the 
room the scent faded in five minutes. There 
was absolutely no response to the odor.” 


DOGGY-STYLE 

One odor always certain to get a response— 
a negative one—comes from dog turds on 
your turf, or steaming stools on your patio. If 
you're tired of canine discourtesy, try order- 
ing a “No Dog Shit” sign from Creative 
Designs (Harbor Spray Lane, Marblehead, 
Massachusetts 01945). 

The sign is a 12” X 12” aluminum warn- 
ing to dog-owners not to let their fleabags 
fertilize your lawn. It features a squatting 
black dog unloading a brown pile, overlaid 


by the universal red circle with the diagonal 
slash. The sign is also great for hanging over 
your desk if you’re tired of the boss dumping 
busywork on you. The aluminum “No Dog 
Shit” sign sells for $8.95 postpaid. 


VALENTINE’S 
MASSACRE 


My wife and I ordered a $99.99 videotape called 
the “Special Club Film Highlights Offer” from 
Valentine Products (P.O. Box 5200, FDR Sta- 
tion, New York, New York 10022). The ad for 
this tape looked so hot that I rushed out my money 
order with the gusto of a sex fiend. Not until six 
months later did the damned thing arrive, and 
I’m so pissed off I can't see straight. Valentine’s 
“highlights” are nothing more than 30 feet of 
boring, poorly edited, soft-core snippets. All you 
see are hands rubbing legs. Now and then a girl 
shows her tits. But there's not one glimpse of 
pink, I spent $100 on trash. Can you help me? 
—H. K. 

Los Angeles, California 


We called Valentine Products’ headquarters at 
904 Ethan Allen Highway, P.O. Box 637, 
Ridgefield, Connecticut 06877 and spoke 
with Barbara Stephens, who’s in charge of 
customer service. She explained the six- 
month delay by citing problems in the pro- 
duction of this particular offer, including “a 


rare out-of-stock situation.” She also said, 
“Valentine Products handles only simulated 
material, not hard-core.”” She promised that 
H. K.’s $99.99 would be refunded. 

H. K. did get his money back, but—for 
the record— Mail-Order Feedback is still not 
satisfied with Valentine’s advertising, which 
strongly suggests hard-core merchandise, 
despite its exclusive soft-core inventory. 
Read on... 


SIMULATED SEX 
What do you know about ERCO (P.O. Box 
67068, Los Angeles, California 90067)? Is it 
reliable and are its films hard-core as suggested 
in HUSTLER ads? —R.H. 
Baton Rouge, Louisiana 


ERCO, which sells films and all sorts of sex 
aids, is honest as far as sending out merchan- 
dise to its customers is concerned. However, 
we should tell you that the way in which it 
advertises its “collection of the most explic- 
it Super 8 and Regular 8 entertainment for 
the serious collector of erotica” is somewhat 
misleading. 

When we first looked over ERCO’s ad, we 
assumed the films offered were hard-core 
delights. Not so, an ERCO spokesman told 
us. The films (‘Daisy Chain,’ “John 
Holmes and Serena,” “Lick My Lollipop,” 
etc.) are simulated. Of course, many buyers 
prefer simulated sex to the real action. 
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BEST BUYS INPORNO 


SAVE $$ ip You ACT NOW! 


CHOOSE YOUR PLEASURE 
WITH OVER 


Big city gals want to spread it around. See us 
AS! in our directory of names, addresses, phones & 
Brand new photos. Send $3.00 for our latest directory. 
NATIONAL “SSP 
HOOKERS' GUIDE 
lists Hookers’ names 
addresses, phone numbers 
descriptions and revealing photos 
Available for straight, French, Eng- 
lish, Greek or whatever you desire 
Rates from $5.00 up. Latest up-to-date 
intormation, Only complete directory of its kind 
Choose your pleasure today! 


~~ EXCLUSIVE 
Py COLLECTORS ITE ITEM 


and wild boy and girl sex, group orgies 
x, dildoes in action and much more 
color and bw. Originally $6.00 up 
0 for postage and handling 


Everything goes in this raunchy 
collection of sucking, fucking, 
ass-hole stuffing, lesbian action ry 
and group sex. Incredible hot SS 

and wet scenes—all in FULL COLOR. W® 


Send $2.00 postage and handling. i <A 


HARD CORE Fim 
COLLECTORS; 


O Boy & Girl [J Lesbians [ Orgies | 

() Masturbation [J Animals ( Oral Sex 
Send $2.00 for SAMPLE FILM 
3 for $3.00 ALL six $5.00 


ARROW DISTRIBUTORS, P.0. Box 78-HU280 


Murray Hill Station. New York, NY 10016 


MORE THAN YOU CAN SUCK BABY! 

Feast your eyes on giant cock- 

| raising mounds of horny flesh. 
See the heaviest and most voluptuous 

tits ever. Giant 81x11 BIG TIT photo mags loaded 
with full color big bazooms you can virtually sink 
your face and mouth into. ONE BIG TIT MAG only $5 
FIVE INCREDIBLE BIG TIT MAGS only $20 (SAVE $5) 


10 INCHES & 23, 
GUARANTEED!!! 


t medecal rese. you can have up to 
instant result Ma Of satistied customers 
back guarante went short Send $2.00 


. | 
Give-A-Way] 

(We need your name) 
Full Color Porno Film ........ List $20.00 

Photo-lllustrated Porno stand .-List$ 5.00 

Porno Slides ... ne ...List$ 5.00 

Porno Playing Cards ........ .List $ 5.00 FREE BONUSES 

Tijuna Porno Comic Books . .. . List $10.00 Order $10.00 or more and receive absolutely FREE the Latest 
Photo-Illustrated Sex Guide ...List$ 4.95 | Swingers Directory (a $5.00 Value) 


FREE Gant Porno Catalogue sent FREE with each order 


Porno Source Book .......... List $ 2.00 Ps 
‘ ; Order $20 = of more and recerve absolutelyFREE Uncensored XXX 
Sexual Aids Guide ........... List $ 2.00 Hardcore Film (a $25.00 Value) 


Total Value: $53-35 ze haa open as 
to cever Postage, Carton 1 | Rave enciosec O Check O 
‘dots Lata : 1 $3.00 deposit 1s enclosed Send C0.D. (U.SA only) 
| BereDy represent that | om oF adult Senge ove years of age aed i my optmor. 


the maternal Gescrded here whch | a row ordering Goes not go beyond the con 
tempor ary ttandards of my commun:ty 


All yours for only 
and handling. 


ote. Mo te = 000 my ural grat above 


Female MASTURBATION 
Unusual FREE PHOTOS 


~Say  e a ees 


’ FILMS, BOOKS, MAG S, PHOTO Address 

ie PACKS. Send $2.00 postage & hand : 
i“ & City state iip 

2S eee ees SSS SS ee 
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— PUBIC HAIR CLUB — PUBIC HAIR CLUB - 
5 aa! year pet rocks werein, 


(aa 


RC 
mine 
a 
a 
"< 
® 
® 
= 


= pubic hair 
is coming 


out 
but arm pits don’t count! 


YIVH D1GNd — 8nd 


No... the hairs must lie 
between the thighs to be specimens 
in the Pubic Hair Club! And you 
are personally responsible for doing 
the plucking. Pubic hairs found on 
toilet seats, urinals or in unwashed 
underwear ARE NOT ACCEPTED.. 

You'll be on your honor — no 

cheating. 

Interested? Well just listen to 

what each new Pubic Hair Club 

member receives. 

e Certified member's Point 
System for evaluating pubic 
hair quality (color, length, 
texture, character, etc.) and 
collecting technique (with 
fingers, teeth, tongue, etc.) 
You'll be the judge of your 
own private beauty pageant! 
Pubic Hair Club membership 
card; asking for pubic hair 
contributions made simple, 
just show them your card! 


e Clear plastic collector's box; 

View without damaging your 

collection. (Especially that 

prize winning soft blonde 
virgin’s hair) 

e And, as a bonus — the Belly 
Button Fuzz kit for the un- 
initiated collector. 

Start your climb to national 

acclaim in the Pubic Hair Pluckers’ 

World Book of Records by joining 

today! 

The Pubic Hair Club membership 

is the latest in conversational-type 

products. It’s a unique idea for you 
and always gets a reaction as a gift. 

Think of someone at Christmas. 


Please send___ Pubic Hair 
Club kit(s) at $5.00 each plus 50¢ 
postage and handling to: 


P & H Company, P.O. Bcx 1643 
Pompano Beach, Florida 33061 


Name 
Address 
City 


Dealer Inquiries Invited 
PUBIC HAIR CLUB — PUBIC HAIR CLUB - 


— HAIR CLUB — PUBIC HAIR — PUBIC HAIR CLUB — PUBIC HAIR CLUB — PUBIC HAIR CLUB — PUBIC HAIR CLUB — PUBIC HAIR CLUB — PUBIC HAIR CLUB — PUBIC HAI 
° 
€N19 HIVH DIGNd — 8N19 YIVH DIGNd — 8N19 YIVH DISNd — N19 YIVH DIGNd — N19 YIVH DIGNd — N19 YIVH DIGNd — 8N19 YIVH DIsNd — §N 


SPANISH 


MEET SEXUAL FRIENDS 4 come peor 
‘ FLY ‘Gitdiec 


NATIONWIDE 


4” GIRL 
ta NEXT 
<NDOOR 


. . . except!'ll do anything to please aman. You 
can see |'m pretty young, but I've learned a lot 
“in school.’’ If you'd like to see what | can do to 
light your fire, send $2 for a personal letter and 
some very private pictures | had my girlfriend 
take just for you. Write to. . . Cathy Baker, 
P.O. Box 855- 113 

Sharone, Pa. 16147 


- Ny = © a INCREASING SEXUAL DESIRE! 
i. e ia E | N FO ; £ Not only will this placebo turn-em-on 
TRACY 


BOX 405 
WILMETTE, IL. 60091 


Beep, | the imported Ginseng can help solve all energy 
4) problems. Disolves in food or drink and the 
‘V} results are fast and lasts for hours. So 
\/ use it yourself or give it to a friend and then be 
prepared for lots-a-lovin. You'll be back for more!! 


eee es” ENERGIZERS 


Don't ejaculate before the fun begins. Become A Sexual Super- 
man and satisty her always. ENERGIZERS, a specially formu- 
lated placebo adds to your performance, staying power, and 
sexual potency. Be the lucky “stiff” in her life. Long lasting 
and safe 

() SPANISH FLY $4 () ENERGIZERS $4 () BOTH $7 


GIN-SING Products 4384 
6311 Yucca © Hollywood, Calif. 90028 


or CALL 


(312) 262-9800 


SEK 
REMEDIES 
ow CHINA 


ORIENTAL PHARMACALS 
THAT REALLY WORK! 


GUARANTEED TO ENLARGE your PENIS from 
flaccid to MAXIMUM SIZE & ERECTION. This could 
mean a 1 to 3 inch increase in length and up to 
¥% inch in thickness! No pills. No lotions. No arti- 
ficial devices to wear. The GROW-MASTER induces 


FORBIDDEN TOPICS NOT PREVIOUSLY AVAI 


EIGHT OF OUR RAUNCHIEST STAG FILMS FOR 
YOUR NAME, ADDRESS & §3 - INCLUDES CATALOG! 


Sexual difficulties such as: FAILURE TO RAISE AN ERECTION 

UNRESPONSIVE OR COLD WOMEN ... LACK OF SEXUAL 
ENERGY CUMMING TOO FAST and LACK OF STAYING 
POWER are not considered problems at all by the Chinese! THE 
CHINESE HAVE PILLS AND REMEDIES FORMULATED AND AT 
HAND TO OVERCOME THESE DIFFICULTIES THE MOMENT 


dilation of the tortuous arteries which in turn 
cause swelling of the cavernous erectile tissue 
thereby ENLARGING the PENIS. We guarantee that 
our NEW GROW-MASTER will PROMOTE EXPANSION 
of the erectile tissue and DEVELOP YOUR PENIS 
to maximum possible thickness and length. Send 
$¥3-S5_to GROW-MASTER, Dept. 4384, 6311 Yucca 


THEY OCCUR, as easily as we take aspirin for a headache! Only St., Hollywood, Ca. 90028. 


now have these Chinese SEX POTIONS and REMEDIES been 
analyzed and exactly duplicated! 
placebo LING SU 

Chinese Penis Lengthening Creme: Makes the smallest penis “loosen 
up” —hang down long and thick and gradually become much larger 
when erect. Certainly an Oriental secret Western man has been 
waiting for! 
0) 30 days supply $6 (1 90 days supply $12 


i 
re Youle 


worth of colorfully illustrated 


HARDCORE MAGAZINES 


for your name, address & $2! 


EX 
7471 Melrose Ave. LA, CA 90046 
see Se ee SB Se Se = 


* ES SE. Wh TE TES. SS SY 


ersatz MUI TO DAT GOW NA — 
Chinese “Spanish Fly” Capsules: We could think of no better trans- | rom THUA : j 
lation to describe the effect of these capsules than Spanish Fly HE R- E a f 
They create an uncontrollable desire for immediate sexual grat | (voor FAVORITE Awe 

OF ADULT MAGAZINES! ification in both men and women. Moments after taking. the | CARTOON 
sexual organs are excited to fever pitch. Safer by far than actual CHARACTERS 
Spanish Fly, yet just as effective. j IN WILOLY FUNN 24 FOR $10 
EXAGGERATED ORDER NOW — 


>,_100 GOOD »: TRUE? 
ae 


‘ WE'D LIKE TO GET YOU 
INTERESTED IN OUR PRODUCTS. 
SO..... WE'LL START YOU OFF WITH 
FIFTY BUCKS WORTH OF ABSOLUTELY 
DYNAMITE MAGAZINES PLUS OUR 
GIANT CATALOG WHICH ENTITLES YOU 
TO CHOOSE MANY MORE SUBJECTS AT 
SAVINGS OF UP TO 70%. 
HURRY, SUPPLY IS LIMITED!!! 
PLEASE ENCLOSE *3 POSTAGE (WHICH 
WE'LL REFUND ON YOUR 1 st ORDER) 


C WELL 4 DIFFERENT F 
R/S arerms9 
SHOW TIME, Dept. HU-30 
6311 Yucca St, L.A., Calif. 90028 


SOI IORI OOOO TORR RO toto 


ONLY $14.95 


CUM TOO 
QUICK ? 


Forget those messy anesthetizing 
creams! You can learn to control 
yourself completely naturally through 
progressive expansion and contrac- 
tion of the penis and development of 
the “PCG” muscles. Any man can learn 
to last 10-20-30 minutes of continuous 
thrusting after a few weeks training > : 1 
with our vacuum exerciser. Hundreds = 
of thousands in use. Introductory 


offer to new customers, only $14.95. Gua 


(1 30 days supply $6 1 90 days supply $12 
placeto WEN FAT DAK 

Chinese Erection Capsules: The solution for men who want the largest 
erection possible and the ability to maintain it—even after one or 
more climaxes. Lets you enjoy non-stop love- making like a real 
stud, amaze any woman with your incredible virility 

C30 days supply $6 (1 90 days supply $12 

SPECIAL BIG SAVINGS OFFER! 
Mix or Match 

Dany three 30 day D any three 90 day 

supply only $10 (savess) | supply only $20 (save $16) 


ASIAIMPORTS Dept. 4384 
7471 Melrose Ave., Los Angeles, Ca. 90046 


SEX ACTS! 


42 Fiims $20 


j 

j 

| | 

133 each f J 
| 

| 

| 

| 
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C JP Geconoie 
sey woos ot cA 90072. BTR GANG BANG 
im Se ee ee ee ee 


TE NINCHES 
POSSIBLE! 


Would you like to have an 8, 9 or 10 INCH COCK? 
We can give it to you! All you need is the DESIRE 
and to make the DECISION to ACT TODAY, and in SIX 
WEEKS OR LESS, de — on how you respond, 
you could have a COCK UP TO 10 INCHES LONG. No 
fancycreams to use, no capsules to take and no 
artificial appliances to wear. Experience the pride 
of displaying your BIG COCK to your favorite play- 
mate, she will be amazed and delighted at just the 
sight of it. Imagine the erotic sensations when you 
slip it into her, filling her completely. Don't wait 
the sooner you order the sooner your fantasies will 
be realized. We can't guarantee that everyone will 
acquire a cock ten inches long but it will be A 
MINIMUM OF EIGHT INCHES. Send $6.95 to EN- 
LARGEMENT TECHNIQUES, Dept. 4384, 6311 Yucca 
St., Hollywood, Ca. 90028. 


CHRIS IMPORTERS 
BOX 85097, DEPT. Hu-2 
LOS ANGELES, CA 90072 


ORGAN-X, Box 30529, Los Angeles, CA 90030 OVE SAT “T 
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FIGHTING ! 
STRONG GIRLS; 


(Exciting real life Wrestling Ciub) f 
© S color prints wrestling $3.00 i 
© S5color prints boxing $4.00 
© 5 color prints strong girls $4.00 a 
© Super 8 100 ft. strong girl $24.00 | 
© Strong Girls-Wrest. Newsletter $3.50 
© Want to meet our girls in PERSON? 


os | FA NTA STIC NEW Full details + illustrated catalog $1 ea 


EROTIC FILM FANTASIES W.A. - Box 8754-M - Asheville, N.C. 28804 


for the items checked above 
aS SS Age 


State Zio. 
a = one DETACH AND MAIL TODAY = == == 


An agency of the U.S. Govt. has declared that we 
may not claim amelioration of impotency, and we 
make no such claim. But we can tell you the govt 
isn't God, that herbal remedies are widely accepted 
in other cultures, and native Indians discovered so 
called “miracle drugs” in nature centuries ago... 
like ASPIRIN in birch bark, QUININE in chinchona, 
DIGITALIS in foxglove. But their big discovery was 
DAMIANA, which they used as a stimulant for long, 
powerful erections. Now we have combined 
damiana with two other herbs of like repute to 
formulate our SUPER MALE TONIC. It doesn't work 
| for everyone, but we have thousands of repeat 
customers. !f you have erection worries 
or just want to improve your erection 
power, you certainly won't be sorry 
you tried it. Send for it today. | 
0 60 capsules, 200 mg...$ 8.95 | 
OC 180 capsules (save $6.90)...$19.95 | 
(For Air Shipment, add $1 for reg. 
order, $2 for large order) 
ORGO-PHARM, DEPT. k425 
— = Box 30529, Los Angeles, CA 90030 


SPECIAL EDITION The 


Photographic Manual 
ieeoiMalbanlis > ~=OF THE WORLD'S 
yAF-705 a Jalbthie oes LARGEST BREASTS 


’ a2) a = = 100’s of unc ensored, 
Check Your Preference: Reg. 8mm Super 8mm SS aaeusctuating RAR! 
PHOTOS including 


) 
32 pages in 


FILM PRICES 6 Soar sas 


$192 each An incredible collection of voluptuous females 
with HUGE, EXTRA-LARGE, WORLD FAM- 
OUS BOOBS, that star in books and films. Page 
after page with suffocating, breath-taking, unbe- 
lievably gigantic breasts. A must for collectors who 
lust for extra large, beautiful tits. Originally made 
to sell for $12.98, now only $6.98. 


nigue Photo-illustrated 


SS ee eee Sees eee ee eee eae eeeeeee 
Platinum Press Co. P.O. rh gta ae HT2 
New York, New York 1 add $lea Postage & Handling 

2 Pee ne rab Mane WOR REBT 5 i 
D-ILLUSTRATED BOOK OF SEXUAL POSITIONS $6.98 
CIAL: both for only $11.90 (2 regular $25.96 valve) 

I ————————— 
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BEST BY MAIL 


For Rates: Write National, Box 5, Sarasota, Fi. 33578 


*RENT A Date! Everywhere America! Your lovestyie! 
(Deductable) *Hotline (212) 461-2421, (212) 359-6273, (212) 
461-6091 

*BE A_RENT-A-Date girl! Anonymously-Everywhere! 
Earn! Call (refundable) *Hotline: (212) 461-2421, (212) 
359-6273, (212) 461-6091 Now! Or, send profile & phone 
= to, Hotline, Box 1018, Flushing, N.Y. 11352 

BEEN Cheated on photos? Not here. Amateur taken, 
$1.50 ea. — $7.00 minimum + SASE. Inquire for spe- 
cial poses and subject. No SASE, no answer. If afraid 
of ripoff, will provide phone number. RJ, Box 646, 
LaPuente, Ca. 91747 

INCREASE height! Details 35¢. Tall-Up (20013), Box 
32307, Louisville, Ky. 40232 

COLLEGE Students! Improve your grades. Send $1.00 
for 356é-page, termpaper catalog. 10,250 available. 
Box 25918(HS), Los Angeles, Ca, 90025. (213) 477-8226. 
PROSTITUTES directory! Details $1.00. Directory 


(20014), Box 426, Dayton, Oh. 4540) 


PERSONAL MISCELLANEOUS 

SEX THERAPY: World's newest profession; part-time 
or career. Now correspondence therapist certification 
program. Training, 6702 Biscayne, Miami, Fl. 33138 
BEAUTIFUL Girls, all continents, want correspondence, 
friendship, marriage. Details free! Hermes-Veriag, 
Box 110660/H, Berlin 11, West Germany 
LONELY? Photos, descriptions, men, women, $1.50. 
Sex kittens phone numbers, 50 states $3.00. Ladysmith, 
Box 5686(H), Lighthouse Point, Fi. 33064 
SKILLED erotic poetry, subscription $5.00. Carmina, 
Box 92, Chestnut Hill, Ma. 02167 
MARRIAGE: 920 Ladies Photos Catalog $1.00, 
Interpartner, Box 737, Ft. Lauderdale, Fl. 33302 
SWINGERS Bulletin. Honest, discreet. Rush $6.00. 
S & B, Box 35(B), Orland Park, ||. 60462 
ADULT Magazines, movies, video cassettes! Catalogs. 
Send $3.00. Mark, Box 2003-A1, 60002 Norrkoping, Sweden. 
GAL’S Swinging Group now accepts men! Carolyn, 
Box 2375-H, Sarasota, 33578 
PETER Stretcher, send $1.50. Novelty, Box 381, Gaffney, 
S.C. 29340 
JAPANESE Girls Make wonderful wives. Let us intro- 
duce you to an unspoiled Oriental Beauty. $2.00 brings 
photos, descriptions, application. Japan international, 
Box 156(HU), Carnelian Bay, Ca. 95711 
WATCH Aduit Films big as life on our new 67” Giant 
Screen TV. Football too! Buy factory direct. Super- 
Vision, Box 36251, Dallas, Tx. 75235 
BEAUTIFUL Mexican-Oriental girls needing American 

-friends. Free details, “actual” photos. World, Box 
3876-HUST, San Diego, Ca. 92103 
“HOTLIST” - Friends, Romance; Details send S.A.S.E.: 
Di’s, Box 237, 52761 
HAVE pretty giris write to you. Big list. Sample photo. 
Rush stamp. Joni‘s, Box 20809(N), Atlanta, Ga. 30320 
MARITAL Aid Catalogs. Send $1.00 to: Happy Time 
Products, P.O. Box 5110, Riverside, Ca. 92517 


PRETTY girls write you! Free details! Matchmaker, 
Box 585(H), Morrow, Ga. 30260 

FREE catalog! Horny fantasy cassettes, raunchy photos. 
Michelle, 3010-4656(H) Santa Monica, Santa Monica, Ca. 


: 


BEAUTIFUL MEXICAN siris! introductions! Photos, 
Information free. Latins, Box 1716(HS), Chula Vista, 
Ca. 9201 

APHRODISIAC Formula - Ingredients readily available. 
Not placebo, real thing. $3.00. Formula, Box 566, 
Richton Park, II. 60471 

LONELY? Horny? | can tell how you can make it with 
any woman you desire! Foolproof! Rush $1.00 fo: 
R. Narducci, P.O. Box 55191, Omaha, Ne, 68155 
LOVE Ability. $46.00. Scruffy’s, Box 418, Leesville, S.C. 
29070 


SINGLE girls want to meet you. Call me. Tracy, 
312-262-9800. 

OVERSEXED gals need men with cars! Details $1.00. 
TRA, Box 7425(HC), Chicago, II. 60680 

SWEDISH girls for sex, love, friendship. Call Ingrid, 
312-262-9800. Write: Box 338(HN), Wilmette, I!. 60091 
NUDE beaches, resorts, bordelios, swing clubs, USA 
and worldwide. Free details. Fun Club, Box 432(H18), 
Bellflower, Ca. 90706 

FAR EAST women want sincere correspondence, ro- 
mance. Actual photos, information, $1.00 refundable. 
Genie, Box 354, Belmont, Ca. 94002 


MAIL ORDER OFFERS 


HOMEWORKERS Needed Stuffing Envelopes! Write: 
Mailhouse, Box 68403, Portland, Or. 97268 


FREE HORSES & BURROS. Yours for the asking—if 
you don’t they’ll be slaughtered! Thousands availabie. 
All are health inspected and certified disease-free by the 
U.S. Government. Act now—before it’s too late. Give a 
horse a home! Rush $6.95 for compiete details and Of- 
ficial Application to: Government Assistance Advisory 
Service, 1426 H St. N.W., Dept. EB, Washington, D.C. 


MURDER Cancer fears. MD's crashthrough cure, earth- 
quake prevention monograph. Hope, action. Description: 
45¢ stamps. World Class Releases, 132 Prynnwood, 
Longmeadow, Ma. 01106 

INFLATION Got You Down? Learn how fo “Collect 
Social Security at Any Age’. Send $4.00 to: KTS, Inc., 
P.O. Box 553, Luling, La. 70070 

$60/HUNDRED addressing envelopes. Guaranteed earn- 
ings. Free details. Flagler, Box 1504(J), Great Neck, 
N.Y. 11023 

EARN High School Diploma at home Fast! State regis- 
tered. Lowest tuition available. Credits awarded for job 
experience and previous courses. Call free 1-800-327-8103. 
oe Academy, 409(EB) E. Osceola, Stuart, 


Now available by mail direct from the 
Porno Stores of New York- 


XXX-RATED 


You don't have to go to 
Times Square to pit eim! 


Now you can indulge your erotic fantasies to their 
fullest in the privacy of your own livingroom or bedroom. 
See these films either alone or to turn on your favorite 

sex partner. Juicy, and breathtaking action at prices you can 
afford. All FULL COLOR in REG 8 or SUPER 8. Available through 
the mail exclusively with us. Order now while this offer lasts! 


CHERRY BUSTER: See this guys 

huge tool burst this gorgeous 

cherry wide open. Incredible! 
only $5 


ROMAN ORGIES: The Romans had 
ry 2 word for it and its wild action 
all the way. See it to believe it! 

only $5 


- 
MAN RAPE: What two beautiful 
sex-starved women do to this well- 
hung man you won't believe. Don't 
miss it! only $5 


=) CHINA NOOKIE: This wild chick 
just can’t get enough cock in her 


holes. Wow—you can't miss this 
Ld one! only $5 


IL CLIMAX: See two fan- 
tastic couples in wetest and 
raunchiest sex action ever 


only $5 
™ 


DEEP SUSAN: When this gorgeous 
gal sucks she means it—all the 
way down, Wow! Must see it! 

only $5 


4-GIRL ORGY: See 4 girls in way. 

[ J out sucking and dildo scenes 
you'll never forget! See it! 

only $5 


RECTUM 'RECKER: How this wild 
chick takes this huge cock all 
the way up is hard to believe! 
See it to believe it! only $5 


BRUTE FORCE: See this incredibly 
huge guy shove it into her until 
she screams! Too hot! only $5 


KIDNAPPED VIRGIN: What these 
two well-hung studs do to this 
breathtaking beauty is incredible 
You must see it! 


Madison Sq. Sta., NY, N.Y. 1001 


bell BLACK CHERRY: These two gigan- 
tic studs burst this black gal’s 
[ Icherry so hard you can hear it 
pop! Fantastic action! only $5 
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two gorgeous stewardesses just 
love to suck each other. Real 
juicy action! only $5 


FREE BONUSES 


Order 4 films and receive, 
absolutely FREE, one photo-illustrated 
PORNO PICTURE BOOK (a $10.00 Value) 


Order 7 films and receive, 
absolutely FREE, 2 photo-illustrated 
PORNO PICTURE BOOKS ($20.00 Value) 
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WORLD’S FIRST & ONLY TEENAGE 


SNAPPING PUSS 


HER VAGINA ACTUALLY CONTRACTS & 
EXPANDS LIKE THE REAL THING 


Some sex dolls may claim to be realistic, but Suzie beats them 
all. On command her vagina grips you so tight you'll have to 
struggle to withdraw . . . or she can let loose to make it 
smooth and easy stroking . . . with hundreds of variations 
in between. It’s the most exciting seven inches of 
womanflesh you've ever imagined. Add to this a 
realistic, girlish face with eyes that open and close, plus 
lips that open to accept up to 6 inches of manflesh in 
deep throat fashion, and you've got Po : 

all the bed partner any man could 
desire. And Suzie never “has a 
headache.” She's ready to go, 
night after night, time after time. 


TIGHT FITTING 

‘GREEK’ FEATURES, TOO 
For those who like a little more variety 
in their sexual approach, Suzie has a 
tight little ass that can take whatever 
you have to offer and give all the pleasure 
you'd expect. To top it off, her vagina ’ 
and her ass can be made to quiver 
with delight, heightening her teasing 
and stimulating ability to the pinnacle. 
Suzie’s everything a man could desire in © : 
a love partner, and she’s waiting for you now. \ ~ | 


SEND ORDER TO: 
MAIL MART, INC. Dept. ‘°° i 
Box 44241, Panorama City, Calif. 91412 


1 (Check items desired, add up, fill in total. In California add 6% tax). i 
0 Suzie, the Snapping Pussy Doll................0cc ce eeeeeeees $24.95 fl 

1 5 “Quiver” Feature for Love OPONMIGES ccs ieis aise Serivces eieen 10.00 § 
15 Pubic Hair & LUMIGUIO COE wip nein oy 'o'es cane cn deees bscie Ess bas 10.00 § 
T Extra Wigs, $10 ea. 0 Blonde 0 Black O Brunette 8 
i (Suzie is a natural redhead with pigtails). | 
1 TOTALAMOUNT $ _ OCash OCheck O Money Order 
' Name | 
g Address - 
LC, Fee Zip a 
| 


: 0 Here’s a $10 deposit; send COD. I'll pay balance + $3 in COD fees to 
postman. (No CODs outside USA or to military bases). i 


y O lm enclosing an extra $2.50 for Airmall shipment. 5 


A LONGER 
THICKER 


PENIS 


This PROVEN NATURAL WAY 
Penis enlargement is now possible with our new 
TRANSVERSE VACUUM ENLARGER — a precision 


Pacific Island Girls instrument, easy to operate, extremely durable and 
scientifically designed to make the male organ 
want men... LONGER and THICKER. Also helps contro! pre- 


8. mature ejaculation. See results the first time you 


to correspond with Exotic. wholesome girls 4 
seek friends romance. marriage For club ee use your enlarger. See how really BIG now 


information. and pictures of actual girls waiting FAT how LONG how HARD and STIFF 
for you NOW. SEND $2 TODAY. your own penis can get! And it feels so good to use! 
CONTINENTAL PACIFIC Reg. $35 © Our factory direct price only $19.95 
PO Box 3546 — Dept. HM2 
Thousand Oaks. CA 91359 FACTORY DIST., Suite 609 Dept. 4384 
6255 Sunset BI., Hollywood, Calif. 90028 
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‘SMALL PENIS? 
iERECTION PROBLEMS? 


| LINGA-100 is the pure, natural laboratory blend designed to | 
actually enlarge the penis and induce & maintain multiple, long 

| term erections. LINGA-100 allows a more intense, deeply satis- | 

| fying male climax while developing sexual power. physical | 
Strength and mental alertness. LINGA-100 was developed by top 
Swiss scientists involved in natural sex hormone research | 
Thousands of European men have experienced dramatic results 

| Impotency overcome. Increases in organ size of one-to-two | 

| inches not uncommon. LINGA-100 is perfect for the older man’s 
problems. Studies reveal women definitely consider the penis as | 
the real measure of the man. Let LINGA-100 increase your | 
Sexual power and size. Only $8.95 postpaid. Order now! | 


: EUROPEAN MEDICAL LAB 


Dept.c73 Box 7057 BURBANK, CA 91510 
Free brochures on other penis enlargers on request 
No "'Linga-100" brochure is available 
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PHONE CLUB 


You will get 


LIVE sex talk with Tammy and her 
sexy friends as often as you like 


40-page book of revealing photos 


new LIVE numbers monthly 


CALL NOW 
1-618-345-8550 


Dial Now — Order-taker waiting 


SEX-SATURATED 


Porno Book Special 
- ——— Choice of any 3 
4 oO § A) .95 


add +1.00PEH 


Value $25.00 


Now, right before your eyes! Now you 
can enjoy over and over again 
intimacies with over-sex girls, nymphos, 
lesbians, oral sex acts, orgies 

and every erotic perversion you ever 
dreamed of.Page after page of 
UNCENSORED CLOSE-UP PHOTOS 
of the most famous stars and models 
in the world of flesh.Order now and 
save $$$ while quantities last. 


Special Bonus: add $2.00 P&H 
Any 7 books ($35.00 value) 
only $10.95 (Save $27.05) 
All 14 books ($70.00 value) 
only $19.95 (Save $57.05) 


FREE! FREE! FREE! 

Erotic photo illustrated catalog of sexual aids and 

novelties with every order. Sa ae a turn-on to new 

exciting sexual adventure. You Must Be Over 21 to Order. 
Hygienic Research Co Box 213 


Dept Hp2 New York N.Y. 10016 


BODYGUARDS 
(continued from page 110) 


up is nothing new, really,” Speriglio con- 
tinues. “Everyone from football players to 
door-to-door salesmen uses it, whether 
they’re aware of it or not. It’s a form of self- 
hypnosis, and there are certain techniques 
that enable one to reach a state of ‘no fear’ 
within a matter of minutes. 

“I’m not saying it’s easy though,” he cau- 
tions. “The training is extremely rigorous, 
and perhaps only one out of six makes it 
through the Academy.” 

Those who do graduate from the Nick 
Harris Academy act as apprentices for two- 
and-a-half years. After that period the posi- 
tions escalate from staff investigator and 
guard through chief special agent. 

Speriglio says that there are good career 
opportunities for bodyguards at present. 
“We're looking for female guards, bilingual 
guards and guards of varying nationalities. 
After all, you can’t very well have a black 
client—who needs someone unobtrusive to 
protect him—with a white guard. It’s just 
not going to work.” 

As for the money, Speriglio admits that 
for the first couple of years the going is 
rough. “But after that you can really do well 
in this business. A top-level bodyguard can 
pull down $85,000 a year plus expenses, plus 
a company car. So if you hang in there, it’s 
well worth it. The whole trick is in being 
properly trained and establishing good clien- 
tele—in short, being professional.” 

Because of the recent upsurge in kidnap- 
ping, assassination and terrorism, a 
specialized area of guard work known as 
“executive protection” has emerged—not 
only as a legitimate business, but as a highly 
successful one as well. 

One of the better-known firms special- 
izing in this field is the International 
Security Group in San Antonio, Texas. Be- 
sides offering the services of its experts for 
the protection of its clients, ISG also has a 
comprehensive training course, including 
firearms and evasive-driving training. ISG 
will also, for a tidy sum, equip its customers 
with the latest in protective gear, including 
armored cars and saferooms (a total-security 
room located in the home or office). Also 
offered are “security surveys,” wherein a 
group of specialists literally moves in with 
the client and his family, checking every as- 
pect of the client’s lifestyle, and adminis- 
tering polygraph and voice-stress-analysis 
tests to all employees. 

Perhaps the most widely respected indi- 
vidual working in the field of public-figure 
protection is Gavin de Becker, whose head- 
quarters are in Beverly Hills, California. De 
Becker’s client history includes such figures 
as Elizabeth Taylor, Richard Burton and 
former Attorney General Ramsey Clark. 

One of the worst problems facing security 
personnel, de Becker feels, is the amount of 


information available to the general public 
about some of his and his colleagues’ more 
famous clients. This can include everything 
from personalized license plates to movie- 
star maps. “If somebody wants to locate you 
or me,” de Becker explains, “they have to go 
to a certain amount of trouble. But if they 
want to find Lucille Ball, all they have to do 
is go out and spend a buck on a movie-star 
map. Not only do they find out where she 
lives, but who she lives with and how long 
she’s lived there.” 

As far as executive protection goes, the 
elite group is, of course, the Secret Service. 
“Ironically,” says one source, “the money 
that Secret Service men get is not compara- 
ble with that of some of the better-paid pri- 
vate eyes. They might start at around 
$16,000, and after five years maybe they’ll 
pull down $35,000. What the Secret Service 
offers is a very prestigious position. They are 
reputed to be the most highly trained men in 
the business of protection. And that training 
never ends... it carries on through the life 
of a Secret Service man’s career.” 

Although details of Secret Service training 
procedures are classified, it is possible to 


piece together enough information to pro- 
vide a rough overview of the experience. 

Secret Service training has three phases. 
Like all Treasury agents, future Secret Ser- 
vice members first go to the Federal Law En- 
forcement Training Center at Glynco, 
Georgia. From there they are sent to field 
offices for apprenticeship training. Finally, 
they receive additional training at the Secret 
Service Training Division in Washington, 
D.C, Thereafter they are frequently updated 
at the Bettsville, Maryland, facility. 

Like FBI and drugs and customs agents, 
Secret Service candidates are trained in 
federal law-enforcement principles. Howev- 
er, the majority of their training is focused 
on their ‘“‘protective responsibilities.” 
Preliminary training takes two years, after 
which the agent is qualified for a “protective 
assignment.” He is turned over to a veteran 
agent for practical experience in advance 
work, which is extremely important in pro- 
tective surveillance. This on-the-job training 
takes another two years, at the end of which 
the agent is qualified to act as an equal 
member of the security team. 

“There’s really no way to apply to become 
a Secret Service agent,” adds our source. 


“ No More Bedroom Fatigue’ . . 


Now make 
every nite a 


Sexual, 


Marathon 


with Fantastic Placebo Sex Aids. 


Everyone is talking about these fantastic sex stimulants. Now at last eliminate 


bedroom problems and enjoy a thrilling new sex life as never before. Turn her on and 
experience exploding erotic orgasms time and time again. Order now and save $$$. 


Spanish Fly Powder with sugar 
Combination of genuine imported spices give a 
very stimulating effect on her private parts. 


fos. ABS tor onty ZW 
Wild Passion Ginseng 


Since ancient times, Chinese have used Ginseng as 
an aphrodisiac to build virility and sexual 
potency. This is just what you've been looking for. 


20 pills. 5.86 for onty 2 938 
Seducing Powder 


Stimulates her desire, makes her want to want 

you, mix it in Bloody Mary, hot soup or coffee and 

then stand by for the action. I oz. 98 
foronly 


Knockout Pills 


Never before available in the American market, 
these “‘wowie” pills will sure do the job on her. 
She'll never know. 20 pills. 2 98 


5.85 tor only 
Virility Pills 
A custom blend of exotic imported Oriental 
fragrant roots and spices. Get sexual power 
when you need it. 20 pills. 


2 38 
Prolong Pills *®*'*°"" 
Stay hard longer with our special Prolong Pills 


and be still in there where the action is. Carefully 


compounded of Special spices 
the Far East. 20 pills. 4&5 or onty Qs 


Erection Pills 


Be the Big Man you've always wanted to be. You'll 


wv on balling when the others stop. 20 
SBS tor onty 2 98 


FDA does not recognize any drug or rbd as an effective 
aphrodisiac or sexual stimulant. Sold as novelties only! 


Hard-On Pills 


Rise up and conquer, this incredible formula is a 
must for men who want increased dimensions and 


firmness. 20 pills. for only yi.) 
Sta-Hard Pills 


Have more fun, prevents premature ejaculation. 
rm sexual pleasures. She'll love you for it. 20 

S.85 tor only 298 
French Ticklers 


Complete with condoms attached. Increase your 
sexual joys and achievements with these safe and 


sensuous ticklers. 

3 ass’t for 2.98 S2@ tor only 2% 
Super ial any five sex stimulants 
reg. $14.90 value only $10.95 (Save $4.00) 
Super Giant Special All Ten sex stimulants 
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GET OFF 
OVER THE PHONE 


You will get: LIVE Sex talk with 
Brandy and her sexy friends 
as often as you like, 
42-page book of revealing photos, 


New and LIVE numbers monthly. 


CALL NOW 


1-314-287-1900 
UNCENSORED DEVELOPING 


Only Spectra gives you a choice! Standard 
3x5 prints or new Super Borderless. From 
35mm this new size is a gigantic 4x6, from 
110 4x5, and from 126 4x4s. 


Std. Super 
Color neg.film Prints Borderless 
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EKTACHROME SLIDES 20Ex.2.50 36Ex. 3.50 
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Five color copies of any Polaroid print 2.00 
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TO ORDER VIDEO CAS- 
SETTE(S), PLEASE WRITE 
DESIRED STOCK NUM- 
BER(S) IN THE BOX BELOW. 


P.O. Box 4958H 
Syracuse, N.Y. 13221 


“They are selected with extreme care. There 
are perhaps some 1,600 working for the gov- 
ernment at present, and they’re without a 
doubt the best in the business.” 

Mike Stone hasn’t taken any courses or 
gone through any training schools, but he’s 
one of the most respected men in the body- 
guard business, and he’s a total professional. 
He is presently the personal bodyguard for 
singer Engelbert Humperdinck. Prior to that 
he worked for seven years guarding record 
producer Phil Spector. 

“T don’t like the term ‘bodyguard,’” says 
Stone. “That whole image of the guy in the 
dark suit wearing shades with his hand 
tucked in his coat pocket is outdated. A 
good guard is more of a public-relations 
man. He must be very polite and diplomatic 
at all times. Violence is not the name of this 
game.” 

Strange words coming from a man who’s 
been called a “crazy animal” and “ab- 
solutely inhuman.” Those labels are the 
result of Stone’s reputation as a professional 
karate expert. He retired in 1974 as the 
unbeaten light-heavyweight champion of 
the world, and is now headquartered in Los 
Angeles. 

At 6 feet even, and weighing in at approx- 
imately 175 pounds, Stone is not a particu- 
larly menacing physical specimen. And his 
gentle, almost toneless voice seems to be- 
lie the existence of an aggressive bone in 
his body. 

Yet there’s something about him—the 
way he carries himself, the look in his eye — 
that suggests he’s no one to mess with. Stone 
confirms that aura: “For some reason people 
never seem to pick on me. Well, almost 
never. There was one instance when I was 
working with Phil [Spector] when I almost 
got into it. 

“Phil had a problem with this guy about 
something—I don’t know what—and he was 
supposed to meet him at high noon, in the 
lobby of the Statler Hilton of all places! So 
Phil took me along, and when we got there, 
this other guy had this monster with him. So 
while Phil was talking with this guy, the big 
moose came up to me, lit a cigarette and 
started blowing smoke in my face. I asked 
him—very nicely—if he’d mind putting it 
out, but he just kept it up. He had the 
cigarette dangling from his lips, so I just 
flipped it out of his mouth. Then I took off 
my sunglasses and looked him right in the 
eye. He looked at me... swallowed... and 
that was really that. Then I said, ‘Be a good 
boy and go over and put it out now.’ He did, 
and after that he stood way over on the other 
side of the room. 

“Really, that’s the extent of my confron- 
tations. Like I said, I don’t encourage vio- 
lence. I never carry a gun. If I can’t take 
care of it with my hands, I don’t want to 
take care of it at all.” 

If people aren’t familiar with Stone’s 
name, they may remember him as the man 
for whom Priscilla Presley—Elvis’s wife— 
left The King. In the book Elvis: What Hap- 


pened? (Ballantine) the authors document 
that after that incident Presley put a con- 
tract on Mike Stone’s head. 

“It’s true,” confirms one member of 
Presley’s former security team. “Luckily, 
Stone didn’t find out about it at the time, or 
I’m sure he would have torn Elvis apart. 
Later, when Elvis regained his senses, he 
called it off... and it’s a good thing. If ever 
there was a wrong person to put out a con- 
tract on, it’s Mike Stone.” 

Confronted with that comment, Stone 
remains silent for a moment. Then, just for 
an instant, the trace of a smile crosses his 
face. “I think they made a very wise deci- 
sion,” he says. 

On the other side of the fence from Mike 
Stone during the Presley confrontation that 
fortunately never took place was Ed Parker. 
A renowned martial artist who owns a chain 
of karate schools, Parker has guarded a 
number of celebrities. But he insists that his 
work as a top-ranking member of Presley’s 
security team was like nothing he’d ever 
done before. 

“Of all the entertainers that ever had 
bodyguard service, Elvis had the best,” says 
Parker, who was hired personally by Elvis 
after the singer had seen one of his karate 
demonstrations. “Even the local police in 
the cities we played told us that Elvis was 
guarded more thoroughly than the President 
of the United States.” 

The initial facet of Presley’s security 
called for an advance man to be sent to the 
city in which Elvis would be playing. Parker 
continues: “It was this man’s job to book an 
entire floor of a hotel—we always took the 
whole floor, even if it meant buying an extra 
20 rooms. Then he’d check out the floor 
completely—the stairwells, exits, windows, 
elevator shafts, everything! Next, he’d map 
out where each member of Elvis’s entourage 
would sleep, and make a master list. 
Naturally, Elvis’s name would never appear 
on that list. No one but the bodyguards 
knew which room Elvis would be in. 

“The other job the advance man handled 
was to plan alternate routes between the ho- 
tel and the arena, and once inside the arena, 
from the dressing room to the stage. Alter- 
nate routes are very important. 

“Once we'd arrive in a town, we'd arrange 
to have the Captain or the Chief of Police 
ride in our limo, because if anything hap- 
pened and we had to start running red 
lights, we didn’t want any hassle. Sometimes 
we sent a decoy limo from the airport to 
divert the fans. 

“We tried never to arrive at an arena until 
five minutes before showtime, and if we did 
have to spend time in a dressing room, 
nobody got in—not even the Governor. We 
checked all packages, gifts, envelopes, flow- 
ers... you name it. And once we hit that 
stage, that was our domain. Not even the 
cops were allowed on that stage. Their job 
was to deal with any fans rushing the stage. 
Anybody that got past them we took care of. 
Four of us flanked the stage. When I was 
working, I stood right behind the drum- 


mer—and, if necessary, right behind Elvis. 

“When the show was over, we had a limo 
backed right up to the stage, and we were 
out of that place even before the band had 
finished the final tune. ... I mean, we were 
gone!” 

Parker, as well as Red and Sonny West 
and Dave Hebler, who comprised the 
“Memphis Mafia” that personally guarded 
Elvis, all packed guns. “Even Elvis himself 
carried two .38s a lot of the time,” Parker 
says. Rumor has it that Presley kept a der- 
ringer tucked inside his boot even onstage. 

Is it possible that Presley’s security force 
went overboard—that some of the paranoia 
they obviously had to deal with was self- 
created? “Absolutely not!” insists Parker. 
“You have no idea of how many people were 
after that man. We had threats constantly. 
Bomb threats, shooting threats, extortion. 
Certain terrorist organizations wanted to kill 
Elvis simply because it would have been 
good for their reputation. All of that, not to 
mention your average Joe who was jealous of 
Elvis because his wife had a picture of him 
or something. 

“So we had to constantly be on the alert, 
which is tremendously exhausting . . . not to 
mention the pressure that it put on Elvis. 
Can you imagine what it’s like never to be 
able to walk on the street like a normal 
human being? Never to eat in a restaurant, 
never to be able to be alone? Elvis always 
had a bodyguard either with him or very 
close at hand. Fortunately, his guards were 
also his friends, so it made things a bit easier. 


SEX PLAY 


(continued from page 34) 


purity without sensual pleasure. Her virtue 
was touted as the single role model for Chris- 
tian women for centuries—a behavioral 
prototype that caused needless sexual anxi- 
ety for countless generations of women. As 
Wayland Young puts it in Eros Denied 
(Grove Press), “When the queen of heaven is 
a virgin, the animal nature of mortal woman 
is bound to give rise to concern.” 

The heritage of the early Church fathers is 
with us still. Two thousand years of sexual 
repression and woman-hating have taken 
their toll. Only in the last few years have 
some Christian denominations allowed 
women to be ordained as ministers. 

Others are still fighting this innovation, 
some by fervently quoting the uptight texts 
of Paul to support their position, such as this 
yelp from I Timothy 2:12-15: “I permit no 
woman to teach or have authority over men; 
she is to keep silent. For Adam was formed 
first, then Eve; and Adam was not deceived, 
but the woman was deceived and became a 
transgressor.” 

Not all religions are alike. If we turn to 
Eastern faiths, we can find some surprising 
contrasts to Western sexual repression. For 
example, in Tantra—a form of Buddhism — 
members use ritualized lovemaking to 
achieve union with Brahman (God). Tantric 


But that man was never without protection. 

“The truth is that you can never totally 
guard one man. There’s always that bomb or 
that rifle bullet. But putting that eventuality 
aside, nobody had protection like Elvis 
Presley. His bodyguards were completely 
dedicated; we loved the man. And we would 
have done anything for him. Any one of us 
would have been willing to die for him.” 

Parker’s comments reveal a subtlety about 
what might be called “the true bodyguard,” 
that man who is completely and totally 
faithful to his employer. Those men do exist. 
One of Howard Hughes’s bodyguards was 
missing two fingers from his left hand from 
an incident when he stopped a bullet in- 
tended for his boss. In the event of an assas- 
sination attempt, Secret Service agents are 
trained to throw their bodies in front of the 
person they’re guarding. These are the peo- 
ple for whom bodyguarding is much more 
than just a job. 

“It’s true,” confirms Ed Parker. “They’re 
a completely different species. That’s a ser- 
vice—that kind of dedication—that you 
can’t shop for in the Yellow Pages. The real 
pros in the business today have that sort of 
dedication. Of course, there are flakes in the 
profession, and there always will be. But in 
this day and age, when personal security is 
such a serious affair, the real bodyguard 
must be more than physically capable. He 
must be intelligent, sensitive and, I suppose, 
just a little bit nuts, Because he’s a man who, 
when it comes down to it, is willing to put 
his client’s life before his own.” 


yogis believe that the sex force is sacred and 
that intercourse can be just as conducive to 
experiencing “‘oneness” with God as prayer 
or meditation can be. 

The majority of Hindus, Buddhists and 
Taoists consider the pleasures of sex-poten- 
tial to be stepping-stones to “Ultimate 
Reality” or “Liberation” —alternate terms 
for the “Knowledge of God.” True, Bud- 
dhism describes the suffering that accompa- 
nies “attachment” to sensual appetites, but 
it’s the attachment that Buddhism condemns, 
not the appetites themselves. Throughout 
India, in fact, a stone penis occupies a sacred 
place in the dwellings of average citizens. 

God never said sex or women are dirty. A 
few influential theologians said it, and 
Western Christian civilization blindly 
bought their judgment because it helped to 
protect men’s socially dominant role. 

It is to be hoped that in the future, when 
we have finally called a cease-fire in the 
neurotic battle between our sexual and 
spiritual sides, we will take for granted the 
truth of this marvelous line from Walt Whit- 

n: “If anything is sacred, the body is 
sacred.” We may even come around to the 
Tantric belief that sex, when performed 
with the proper spirit of love and devotion, 
can be a vehicle that transports us to a union 
with God. And we may even come to under- 
stand that sometimes sex is God’s way of 
celebrating life. e 
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¢ Impact Resistant 

e Polished Glass Lenses 

« Hardened Metal Frames 
¢ Money Back Guarantee 
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le and handling) to United States Optics, Dept. 
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HOOKERS FOR JESUS—Once a Chris- 
tian group dedicated to getting kids off 
drugs, the Family of Love has become 
one of the most bizarre international 
prostitution rings in history. Under the 
guise of saving souls, cult members have 
used their bodies to raise millions of dol- 
lars, manipulate the media and gain in- 
fluence around the world. Cult leader 
Moses David preaches his gospel of fuck- 
ing for the faith in a series of erotic com- 
ics. You'll see those in the special illus- 
trated feature that accompanies this 
fascinating look inside the world of a 
religious zealot. Article by George Hill. 


NURSING-HOME NIGHTMARES-—Growing old in America is a grim business, 
and so is the nursing-home racket. Old people lie rotting with bedsores and soaking 
in their own urine while fast-buck operators rake in the profits. Join us as we take 
you behind the closed doors of the nursing home, America’s national disgrace. Arti- 
cle by Mark Zussman. 


WINTER DREAMS-—A beautiful teacher gets a lesson in love from one of her stu- 
dents. But she learns the hard way that sometimes you must pay a high price for 
passion. Fiction by Roberta Metz. 
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centerfold. A boxer takes 
some licks from his girl- 
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S-110 PRO BALL CHEERLEADERS 


“Pro-Ball Cheerleaders delivers more 
comic energy and sexual high-jinks than 
any other smutty laugh-riot I've seen 
this year.” —HUSTLER magazine 


S-111 BORDELLO 
A SCANDAL EVEN IN DENMARK The champagne 


flows, and the 
games begin. All 
you d expect, and 
more. Bordello” 
is a Scandal, even 
in Denmark! 
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TRAP 
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come and see for 
yourself 
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“Daminano is the Masters & John 
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match.” - SIR magazine 


S-113 EXPLORING 
YOUNG GIRLS 
Come and take a 
journey through 
the world of teen- 
age sex with 
these beautiful 
nymphets 
Starring Vanessa 
Del Rio 


S-114 THE SECRET 
DREAMS OF 
MONA Q 

The ultimate 
erotic masterpiece 
starring Monique 
Cardin, one of the 
hottest new stars 


CALL TOLL FREE 


IN CALIFORNIA CALL COLLECT 


